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POEMS 


ON 1 i Wok 


VARIOUS OCCASIONS. 
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THE 


AUTHOR'S PLEA. 


y Y HO, with a Critic's eye, this book 


runs o'er, 
DeteCts perhaps, a thouſand faults and more, 
Impartially the Author's plea muſt hear, 
And then perhaps will ceaſe to be ſevere. 
B When 


2 P OE M 8. 
When reaſon firſt adorn'd my infant mind, 
To books and poetry my heart inclin'd, 


And as my years advanc'd, the paſſion grew, 


And fair ideas round my fancy flew. 
The Muſes ſeem'd to court me for their friend, { 
But Fortune would not to their ſuit attend; ] 
She underſtood who proper ſubjects were, 
To hold a converſe with theſe airy fair, 
Muſt be poſleſs'd at leaſt of independence, 
That to the Muſes they may give attendance ; 
By books and ſtudy fructify the mind, 
And lead the genius where it was inclin'd ; 
The inauſpicious Dame deny'd that I, 
Should thus, where nature's felt inclin'd apply; 5 
For ſhe perceiv'd, I did the Muſe befriend, 1 
And conld my days in contemplation ſpend ; 
Yet 
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Vet ſo contracted, circumſcrib'd my line, 


I paus'd—if to diſcard the tuneful Nine. 


Now duty calls my thoughts a different way; 
Juſtice enjoins; I muſt her call obey. 
So, when the Muſes come on anxious wing, 
Some pleaſing ſubject to my fancy bring; 
I bid them fly where peaceful leiſure reſts, 
'Tis vain in me to entertain ſuch gueſts: 
They oft affect a deafneſs, draw more near, 
Declare that they can no repulſes bear; 


Demand admittance, vow they are inclin'd 


To ſtay, till they imprint it on my mind. 
Sometimes with pleaſing modelly they come, 
And moſt politely aſk if I'm at home. 

If duty will admit, I aſk them in, | 


When ſome engaging converſe they begin; 
B 2 But 


4 


But ere, perhaps, the converſation's o'er, 


Duty commands that we converſe no more : 


POE M- $ 


Now duty's call, I never muſt refuſe, 


I riſe, —and with a ſigh myſelf excuſe; 
Tell them I muſt withdraw a while, and when 
Duty admits I will return again. 
Sometimes, till I return, they deign to ſtay; 


Sometimes they take offence, and fly away, 


And never on that ſubje@ viſit more; 


But bid me fate's contracted hand deplore. 


Thus what the Author to the world preſents, © 


Appears through numberleſs impediments ; 


And what of praiſe, or of diſpraiſe, you view, 9 


To Nature and the Muſe is wholly due; 


This, ſhe preſumes, will candid minds ſuffice, 


And for her each defect apologile. 


WRITTEN 


WRITTEN 


By deſire of the Miſs B----S, 
Of WINCHESTER. 


ON THEIR 


Parting with Mr. and Mrs. G- -N. 


— — — 


Au! gloomy inauſpicious day, 


Which tears our charming friends away, 


Which bids us from our G N part, 


And ſtamps their abſence on our heart! 


Adieu, ye lovely happy pair, 
Who all the ſocial comforts ſhare; 


B 3 Love 


FOE M S. 


Love, joy, and calm tranquillity, 


Compoſe your bleſt ſociety. 


Wich you what happy hours we've ſpent, 


In pleaſure, mirth, and ſweet content; 
Alas! thoſe pleaſing days are o'er, 
And you the 'B——s bleſs no more. 


But abſence ſhall not damp our flame, 
Friendſhip's pure lamp ſhall burn the ſame; 
And while we have an ear to hear, 


The name of Gx ſhall be dear. 


Fe 


TO 


P O E MVS. 7 


TO A 
YOUNG GENTLEMAN 


AUTHOR WITH A POEM, 
IN COMMENDATION OF HER SINGING. 


— 


Coun I, arch youth, your flatt'ring lines 


believe, 

Were not your ſex too ſubject to deceive, 

I, like a credulous unthinking maid, 

Might be to thoughts of vanity betray'd ; 

But, conſcious my dull pipe no merit claims, 

My ſoul, like a ſtern oak, unmov'd remains. 

Were J aſſur'd that what thoſe lines impart 

Was quite the genuine langua ge of your heart, 
It 


8 POE MS, 


It ſurely would exhibit a defeR, 

Which n my friend I wiſh not to detect. 

Yourſenſeand judgment'twould at once decry, 

And prove you praiſe you know not what nor 
why. 

But I eſteem your ſenſe and penetration, 

And thus conclude, from that conſideration, 

That all th' encomiums you on me beſtow, 

I to your {kill in irony muſt owe; 

Your ſex are quite proficients in this ſchool, 


And may elate the vain unwary fool. 


While I good-nature in my friend admire; 
While grace and perſpicuity conſpire 
To make him all a parent can deſire; 


Yet would I lay, as to the friend 1 love, 


For none ſo good but he may ſtill improve 
1 Would 


P Ones. 9 


Would you be thought a pleaſing hopeful youth ? 
Let all you write or ſpeak be grac'd with truth. 
Truth with reſplendent luſtre ſhews her face, 


While fal ſhood ſkulks, and ſinks in black diſgrace, 
As you advance in years, in virtue grow, 

So ſhall you her tranſcendant bleſfings know. 
Virtue and wiſdom are entwined friends ; 
Who virtue gains, true wiſdom apprehends, 
Heav'n guards his feet and peace his path 


attends, 
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10 POE MM S. 
SPOKEN EXTEMPORE 


TO A 


YOUN 6G "WW * 


' WHOSE NAME WAS 


O ! N, 


On her Return Home ** a few Months 
Abſence. 


— — 


W ur tuneful inſtruments appear, 
They indicate ſome pleaſure near, | 
And if an Organ we behold, 

It doth a ſacred theme unfold: 

It's one, it's chief, it's grand deſign, 


Is to break forth in ſongs divine. 


Welcome, 


EF. 0. EMS. 11 


Welcome, fair inſtrument of praiſe, 
Thy preſence ſhall our ſpirits raiſe; 
And that thou art preſerv d from ill, 
Art an unblemiſh'd Organ ſtill; 
That ev'ry pipe's in tune, rejoice, 


And we'll accord in heart and voice, 


THE 


12 EO E M 8. 


* 
3 , 
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THE 
W OM A N's 
ORNAMENT. 
Ee ER 


Syiwvaa, as you deſcend from line to line, 


I know your judgment will concur with mine. 


Should paſſion with your better thoughts 


contend, 
In Reaſon's empire I've inſur'd a friend. 
While I attempt, tho' in a feeble ſtrain, 


My ſex's brighteſt ornament t' explain. 


It centers not in yon' unthinking laſs, 


Who murders half her moments at the glaſs; 
That 


lat 


P O E NS. 13 


That well dreft cap, or better frizzled head, 

With richeſt pcarls and tow'ring plumes o'er- 
ſpread, 

That lovely ealy ſhape, or graceful air, 

Which at the ball eclipſes all the Fair; 


That Angel's face, whole beauteous hues diſ- 


cloſe, 
The ſnawy lilly, or the bluſhing role; 
With v'ry teeth, or more bewitching eyes, 
Before whole luſtre ev'ry brilliant dies; 
With voice harmonious, orenchanting tongue, 
With pointed wit, or elocution hung; 5 
With theſe, O Sylvia!“ you may be replete, 


Yet want the pearl which makes you truly great. 


But can you boaſt of wealth and ſtore of gold ? 


In you, ſome ſordid minds the gem behold; 


C Poſleſt 


14 P O E Ms. 
Poſſeſt of this, you'll meet each ſwain's reſpect, J 
It ſtrangly turns to beauty, each defect, 4 | 
Makes prudence, virtue, Grado, and merit low, 3 
From ground where folly, vice, and malice grow. 4 
But one eſteem'd the wiſeſt of the wiſe, 3 
Beheld our ſex's worth with other eyes, 
And her pronounces of the pearl poſſeſt, 
Who's with a meek and quiet ſpirit bleſt, 
Whoſe ſoul retains ſound judgment, ſolid ſenſe, 
And virtue, with religion 's noble fence; ® 
An humble, gen'rous, free, exalted mind, F 
From all the groſſer ſentiments refin d; 

An heart ſincere, ſedate, —- not apt to roam, 
A mind domeſtic, ever beſt at home. 

Be this my lot, my noble portion this, 


And lo! I aſk for no ſuperior bliſs. 


CREDULIA's 


CREDULIA'S 
COMPLAINT. 


1 An. why theſe tears. — this riſing ſigh, 
le 1 Theſe ſoft impreſſions, yet; 
2 | 


5 Cannot ſuch matchleſs perfidy 
1 Compel me to forget? 


RS 

«$] 
* 

$ 


Ye rural walks, ye verdant meads, 


Ye ſolitary bowers; 
Beneath your ſoft alluring ſhades 
I've kill'd unnumber'd hours. 
5 ( C 2 From 


16 F is. 

From you alone I ſeek redreſs, 
Perfidio's vows recall; 

Perhaps you'll pity my diſtrefs. 


For you have heard them all. 


; i {| . 0 0 

4% Ah! with what tears did he invoke, 
| bY 

1 What ſighs my love implore? 


A thouſand tender things he ſpoke, 


And look'd a thouſand more. 


Long did he ſeek Catpuiia's heart, 
'Ere ſhe that heart could give; 
Till Cupid ſhot that fatal dart, 
Which bad PERTIDIO hve. 


Now words were wanting to expreſs 


The tranſports of bis ſoul ; 


He 


POE" MS 17 


He hop'd no more, —muſt die with leſs, — 


Her will ſhould his controul, 


Still more as with her converſe bleſt, 
The gentle flame increas'd; 
"Twas Paradiſe within his breaſt, 


When her his arms embrac'd. 


And ſhould ſhe ever prove unkind, 


Or with another wed; 


3 He'd never change his ſtedfaſt mind, 
But join the peaceful dead. 


I heard, nor did the fraud deteR, 
The treach'rous ſwain believ'd ; 
Nor once did my weak heart ſuſpeR, 


I e&'er ſhould be deceiv'd. 
C 3 But 


18 r MS. 


But ſuch I was: — Vet ſtill the tear 
Unwilling fills my eye, 
And ſtill J find his image here, 
And ſtill J heave a ſigh. 


But riſe, my ſoul, with juſt diſdain, 
Diſcard the guilty youth, 

Nor let him give thy boſom pain, 
Who flies the: path of truth. 


P :- Or -E M S. 19 
4 ox THE 
MARRIAGE of a LADY, 
TO WHOM 


The AUTHOR was Bxide-Marp, 


As the light bark on the tempeſtuous ſea, 


Tos d to and fro, from dangers never free; 


* a p 4 2, 
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1 Diſmay'd with fear, and mov'd with ev'ry blaſt, 


Till in a port her anchor's firmly caſt ; 


* . 
TR na RE 
"Stay oe 2 


Zo oft is mov'd man's Huctuating mind, 

Till it in . a ſafe harbour find ; 

Here, if the Soul meets but her deſtin'd mate, 

Her joys are full, her happineſs compleat. . 
Be 


20 PO EMS. 

Be this your happy lot, my lovely friend, 
Whoſe nuptial rites I this glad morn attend; 
Whoſe humble, gentle mind for peace was born, 
Whom virtue, PE and innocence adorn. 
Celeſtial graces dignify thy ſoul, 

While pure religion all thy ways controul. 

| Theſe noble virtues which in thee abound, 
Are haply in thy lov'd Pauilanves found. 
His heart fincere, his W ſoft and mild, 
Nor torn by anger, nor with art beguil d. 
Such gentle hearts alone ſhould join their hands, 
And find that Hymen's chains are ſilken bands. 


Their emulation's not who'll reign ſupreme, 
But who ſhall love the moſt, —be moſt ſerene; 
Remote from vanity and worldly toys, 

Each ſeeks with each for more ſubſtantial joys. 
s Tranquillity 


PO E .M OS. 4 21 
Tranquittity fhall in their bofoms dwefl, 
Nor diſcord once approach their peaceful cell; 
But mutually each other's grief chey H bear, 


As mutually each other's joys will ſhare. 


Thus, my lov'd friend, may you for ever 
prove, 

The ſweet delight of harmony and love; 
May ev'ry bleſſing you can aſk. of heavn, 
To conſtitute your happinels be giv'n; » 
If heav'n beſtows, with joy receive the prize, 
If heav'n withholds, 'tis beſt what heav'n denies. 
Thus ſweetly may you paſs your future life, 
Nor once repent that you became a wife; 


That you declin'd the pleaſing name of Bloom, ; 


And that alone preferr'd of Harragoom. 
FROM. 
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E USE BIA to FIDELIO. 


— . — 


Ext you, Fiper1o, theſe ſoft lines-ſhall 
view, 2701 
We ſhall have ſpoke that painful word adieu! 
1 know the anguiſh of your faithful heart, 
I knew you thought it more than death to part; 
But now tis done; —the dreaded trial's o'er, 
Your lov'd EuszBIA you behold no more. 


No more on willing feet together walk, 


Or of our joys or of our ſorrows talk; 
When each, as to a friend fincere and kind, 


Diſclos'd the fond emotions of the mind. 


Days, 


1 } 


P O E M S. 23 
Days, weeks and months muſt in ſucceſſion glide, 
Ere you again will join EvustB1A's fide. 
Oer hills and dales ſhe takes her diſtant flight, 


And mountain tops obſcure her from your 
fight; 
Long lanes and fields, and meadows cloath'd 
in green, 
And many a weary ſtep lies now between. 
Perhaps, 'ere this, a tear bedews your eye, 
And your ſad boſom heaves a tender ſigh; 
But ſpare your tears, of this your heart aſſure, 
Mine eyes enough for you and I procure. 
So let no doubts your conſtant heart aſſail, 
For none but you, FivzLto, ſhall prevail. 
Should Heav'n advance me to the higheſt ſphere, 
You only are, and ever ſhall be dear, 


That 
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That gen'rous heart, which ſought not gold, 
but me, 

Shall meet its equal, noble, gen'rous, tree. 

If fortune ſmiles, I may again rcturn, 
And bid * juſt FiveL10 ceaſe to mourn. 
Ourconſtant hearts, our willing hands ſhall join, 
Thy lov'd EvustB1a ſhall be wholly thine. 


But if on earth we ne'er ſhall meet again, 
In this afflictive world of grief and pain; 

If Heav'n, all- wiſe, erects my nuptial bed, 
Within the peaceful regions of the dead, 

I hope to meet you in that world above, 


Where it will be adjudg'd no crime to love: 
Where fortune cannot frown, nor friends 
| 2 diſmay, | | | . 8 
But all be joy 3 one eternal es 7 


| ON 
| 


ON OBSERVING 


The supercilious behaviour of a 


SHERIFF's CLERK, 


AT AN ASSIZE; 


Who conducted himſelf very impertinently 


towards the Ladies preſent, 


I knew a man call'd fool:zsh Fohn, 
Who to our pariſh did belong, 
Cover'd with rags and dirt ; 
Sometimes poor Jack an office got, 
To go in errands or what not, — 


Now Jack became a ſport. 


= 


For 
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For he poor fellow wanting ſenſe, 

Fill'd up brim-fall of conſequence, 
And in exalted tone, 

Exclaim'd to men or women near, 

*© Be gone Mat bus'ness have you here ? 


66 Out of my way,—be gone! 


The people doubtleſs ſmil'd to ſee 
The pride of this weak deputy, 

As he ran to and fro;* 
Well knowing all the power of Jack 
Was to attend his maſter's back, 


And wait his come and go. 


Of late I hear poor John is dead, 
His conſequential ſpirit fled, 


His body hid from view : 


* From the Conncil-table to the Grand Jury- room. 
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Now ſome believe ſoul-tranſmigration, 


(Tho' not the doarine of this nation, ) 


May yet be ſtrictly true. 


If ſo, John's lordly ſoul may paſs 


Into a puppy, ape or afs, 
And ſtill his pow'r convey ; 
I'm ſure I heard the former's bark 


Sound thro” the windpipe of a Clerk, 


And John's weak ſoul diſplay. 


Should c'er a puppy, als or ape, 
Appear again in human Shape, 

And like weak Jhonny brawl; 
A juſt contempt will bring to mind, 
Of what we once did chance to find, 


In Winton County- Hall, 
D 2 
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ON 
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PFE 
ON THE 


MAR ET A 6G 


OF 
Capt. A—— to Miſs R. 


VI Nymphs of Helicon, attend my lyre, 
While all the feather'd Choriſters conſpire, 
In notes celeftial to ſalute the morn, 
When SyLv1a doth the nuptial rites adorn. 
See Cupid's Sylphs and Goddeiles deſcend; 
Venus and all her gentle train attend; 
While ev'ry fragrant flow'r appears in bloom, 
And minds moſt penſive diſſipate their gloom. 
All happy in this nuptial joy to ſhare, 
And each congratulates the happy pair, 

| The 
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The happy pair who lock d in Hymen's bands, 


United hearts, 'ere they united hands. 


Orxtxzo's heart to martial fields inur'd, 
Who all the hoſtile acts of war endur'd, 
One tender look from SyLv1a quite diſarms; 


But where's the boſom can withſtand ſuch 


charms ? 
When beauty, grace and innocence combin'd, 
T” inſpire the ſoul and captivate the mind. 


Who proof remains, 'gainſt cannons, balls 


and fire, 
May by one glance from SyLv1A's eyes expire. 
Thoſe lovely eyes emitted fuch a dart, 
As made a conqueſt of Oxznzo's heart; 
A noble conqueſt, worthy of the Fair, 
Who in his future joys and griefs will ſhare. - 
D 3 How 
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How bleſt the ſwain of ſuch a bride poſſeſt ! 
The nymph ally'd to ſuch a ſwain how bleſt! 


Long may you live, —connubial life adorn 
Yea, live to bleſs the children yet unborn ; 
Live,—And no other emulation know, 


But who the greateſt tendernefs ſhall ſhow : 


And when fair SyLv1a feels a mother's care, 


May ſhe a mother's conſolation ſhare ; 
May ev'ry tender branch that ſhall be giv'n, 
Be fruRify'd with all the gifts of Heav'n. 
While Sy1v1a, who by good example's 
taught, — 5 
Whole mind is with maternal wiſdom fraught, 
With ſuch inſtruction, as, purſu'd through life, 
Will grace the mother and adorn the wite; 
Fair SYLv1A vill, with notions moſt refin'd, 


Dire& their Reps and cultivate the mind. 


ORENZO 
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Oatxzo too, with a paternal heart, 
Will all that's uſeful, kind, or good, impart. 
Thus, with each joy and ſocial comfort bleſt, 


Each morn they'll riſe, and eve retire to reſt. 


Should duty, loyalty, or war's alarms, 
Demand-Ortnzo from his SyLvia's arms, 
With rage redoubled, he'll engage the foe, 
And fink them ſwiftly to the ſhades below; 
Bid each the fatal conſequences prove, 
Who dares detain the hero from his love. 
Thus conq'ring more by Cupid than by Mars, 
Fly to his Fair triumphant from the ward ; 
F = in her virtuous arms that ſweet repaſt, 
Which lawleſs libertines can neyer taſte; 
Her ev'ry look ſhall joys ſublime create, 
And make a Paradiſe of his retreat. 


ON 


CCC 00 Cb 
| ON THE 
Death of Mrs. MAYBERY, 
of BRECON, 
Who died- ſuddenly in the Abſence of 
JohN Marsexy, Eſq. 


— nn 


Ax can it be? and is her ſpirit fled? 
Is Jo OenELiia number'd with the dead? 
Are all the days of her probation paſt! 
And is her dte unalterably caſt! 
Heart — g thought flow tears from ev'ry 
eye, 
While ev'ry boſom riſes with a ſigh. 
What goodneſs, prudence, wiſdom, laid in duſt, 
Ah! Who the greateſt potentate can truſt ? 
5 Where's 
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Where's he, could I each mortal's name re- 
hearſe, 

Who pow'r hath gain'd this fentence to re- 


verſe? 


Obdurate King—Inſatiable Death! 
Who thus a period puts to mortal's breath; 
By thy rude hand no deference is paid, 
Greatneſs with indigence in duſt is laid! 
Deſtruttion is eſſential to thy name, 
And all thy direful acts thy pow'r proclaim. 
What hopes are ſpoil'd! What near connections 

broke?! od 

By this thy ſudden, unrelenting ſtroke !_ 
The life deſtroy'd, the valuable life 
Of miſtreſs, fiſter, daughter, mother, wife, 

| See 


ou. 
See her dotneſtics, who her goodneſs knew, 


Pour forth the tribute to her merit due ; 
While weeping ſiſters bath'd in tears remain, | 
And ſighing brothers ſcarce their grief ſuſtain. 
While tender, aged parents' hearts o'erflow, 
Nor joy, nor reſt, nor ont lation know. 
While duteous children, ſent her by the Lord, 
In fruitleſs tears the mournful day record. 
And then behold, but ah ! what heart can gueſs 
The grief profound, the depth of that diſtreſs, 
Which ſeiz'd at once the partner of her bed, 
When told his wife, his other Self was dead? . 
Trembling methinks, with ev'ry thought amaz d, 
Aſtoniſh'd at the meſſenger he gaz d! 

The vital ſtream congeals in ev'ry vein, 

While ſcarcely ſpirits, ſtrength, or life remain. 


Anxious 


8 
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Anxious at once the whole dread ſcene to know, 
Yet dreads to hear what will mcreafe his woe. 
At length inform'd—delug'd in grief he lies, 
Nor hopes redreſs, but from his weeping eyes. 
He calls the friendly tear to caſe his grief : 
But theſe recoil, nor deign to give relief. 
Thus with an heart o'erborne and fpirits broke, 
He ſinks beneath th' intolerable ſtroke. _ 
He ruminates—at length the ſilence breaks, 
And thus methinks, in penſive accents ſpeaks : 
„Alas! for me, my happier days are o'er, 
J hear the voice—behold the face no more 
Of her, my friend, my beſt belov'd, my wife, 
The joy, ſupport, and comfort of my life; 
The tender mother of my progeny; 
The prudent miſtreſs of my family ; 

How 
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How many ufeful years might ſhe have ſpent, 
Io bleſs the children, which by Heav'n are 


lent, 
To guide their feet, inculcate filial fear, 


While ev'ry look maternal love did bear? 


Her ſenſe with prudence order'd all within, 


When I, for weeks and months have abſent been. 
My help-mate ſhe, who with ſuperior grace, 
Adorn'd the miſtreſs, wife and mother's place.” 


Thus mourns her ſpoule, while numbers ſwell 
the cry; 

| Who knew her worth, will not a tear deny: 

1 A tear of ſympathy for thoſe diſtreſt, 

| Whoſe wants her friendly hand ſo oft redreſt. 


| And 'twere but juſt in theſe if in return, 
With grateful tears they waſh'd Oenxgi1a's urn. 


Thus ſhew the noble, truly gen'rous few, 


'Th'unfeign'd reſpett to their lov d mem'ry due. 
TO 
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A eee gin he gk. re ee, ee ede eker eden 
| T 0 
A Youth inclinable to Gaiety, 
AT 
His Departure from the Author's F * 


- 
* 


1 AYS, weeks, and months are _ and paſt, 
This morning uſhers in the laſt; 
The laſt, —that ever we, my friend, 

May in one habitation ſpend: 

But 'ere we part, my friendly muſe 


Would kindly this precaution uſe. 


You now are juſt in manhood's dawn, 


And flow'ry proſpects deck the lawn ; 
| E Wealth, 
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Wealth, pleaſure, ſtrength, and length of 
days, 

With joyful hope your mind ſurveys, 

But let your heart receive this truth, 

Ten thouſand ſnares are laid for youth ; 

Ten thouſand fins in pleafure's dreſs, 

Each youth will to his boſom preſs. 

One fin calls here, ber there, 


And youth, too oft, incline an ear, 


The ſoft, deluſive voice to hear. 


Regard then, this, my parting breath, 
Thoſe flow'ry paths lead down to death, 
And when you are from me remote, 

With gay coinpanions, void of thought ; 
When you ſhall hear their tongues profane 
The great ]Jeznovan's ſacred name, 


And 


J 


1C 


\nd 
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And you, perhaps, with ther ſhall join 
To imprecate the wrath divine, 

Tho” no reptoving friend is near, 
Remember Gob kimſelf is there. ö 
Let recolleQion then relate, 

What oft you've heard a friend repeat; 
3 ſhall ev'ry truth atteſt, 

And own each admonition Juſt; 

She will a faithful diary keep, 

Tho' oft we think ſhe's lull'd to ſleep. 
But Ah! ſhould death your ſoul o'ertake, 
You'd find the treach'rous dame awake; 
But this obſcure, this laft ſad day, 


Youth ſhuns, and puts it far away. 


But come, or ſoon, or late that hour, 


We know we all mult feel it's pow'r. 


39 


E 2 | This 
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This long expected period's come, 
As certain that, which ſeals our doom, 
Which ſtabs our vitals, —ſtops our breath, 
And cloſes up our eyes in death, 
Which makes us bid the world adieu! 
And brings eternity to view ; 
Which bails us partners of the ſky, 
Or bids us down to horror fly : 
Then ſhall your heart theſe lines approve, 


And know that all I meant was love. 


WRITTEN 


POEM s. ai 
TT 
WRITTEN 
To a Friend, on going to TregEx, 

About Five Miles from WincntsTex : 0 


To ſee a Country Seat belonging to the 
DUKE OF CHANDOS, 


n 
* 


A Friendly party of one mind, 
Were for a pleaſure-diy inclin'd, 
Forſook their beds on Thurſday morn, 
When each their perſon did'adorn 
With raiment proper for the day, 


And in high'ſpirits drove away. . 
The morn did a bad day portend, 
Bid ſome unwelcome ſhow'rs deſcend : 

E 3 But 


42 P O EMS. 


But ſable clouds now diſappear, 
And azure decks the atmoſphere; 
Phabus expands his golden rays, 
And all the rural ſweets diſplays ; 
And that my friend the whole may know, 
We to a place call'd Ircntn go; 
Where with an honeſt batchelor, 

We meet with good and hearty cheer. 
Sincere, ingenuous, plain and free, 
No needleſs compliment had he. 
Each welcome, what he lik'd to chuſe, 
And each as welcome to refuſe. 

A while we after dinner ſat, 
Engag'd in inoffenfive chat, 

Then arm in arm in pairs we flalk, 


And to his Grace's manſon walk. 


Here, 
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Here, each apartment we behold, 
Doth ſomething of the Duke unfold, 
Magnificence decks ev'ry place, 


And ſpeaks the owner is his Grace. 


Some ancient portraits caught my eye, | 
Which bade my boſom heave a ſigh, 
For Ah! thoſe once lov'd forms with bes 


tiles he. | 

When we had view'd the manſion o'er, 
Park, garden, fiſh-ponds, and much more, 
Our feeble frames begin to tire, 

And ſome refreſhment we require; 
We now approach the humble cell, 
Wherein our ruſtic friend doth dwell : 
Here, fill'd with new ideas, we 


Regale us with a diſh of tea. 


Some | 
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Some hours yet remain unſpent, 
And pleaſure was our ſble intent. 
So that we may tlie ſame increaſe, 
Reſolv'd the chryſtal ſtream to trace; 
Forthwith into a boat we go, 
And up and down the river row, 
See the glad. fiſhes frilk and play, 
And ſeem as bleſt and pleas'd as they. 


Re-ent'ring now, our friends retreat, 
To make his bounty quite compleat, 
A pleaſant ſyllabub we find, 


When each may drink who is inclin'd. 


Phoebus now haſtens to the welt, 
We think to haſten home is beſt; 
So, parting with our gen'rous friend, 
Wiſhing each bliſs may him attend, 
Enter 
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Enter our carriage, drive away, 
Beſtow encomiums on the day. 
None ſeem'd inclining to relent, 
Each had a day of pleaſure ſpent; 
Thus chatting on, till we alight, 


And bid each other a good night. 


Thankful, we all are ſafe and well, 
And that no ill has us befel; 
Each to their dwelling go their way, 


And thus concludes our pleafure-day, 


A POEM. 


Es 


P 00 


©CCASIONED 


By a Lady's doubting whether the Author 
Compoſed an Elegy, 


To which her Name is aſhxed. 


I: Lady B—— will condeſcend 

To read theſe lines which I have penn d, 
Perhaps it may her doubts confute, 

And ſhe'll no more my word diſpute, 


But own I may the Author be, 
Of what ſhe did on Sunday fee. 


You'd hate a baſe perſidious youth, 
Such my diſguſt to all untruth. 


A gen'rous 
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A gen'rous mind 1s never prone 

To claim a merit not her own: 

I would diſdain t' affix my name 

To that which is another's claim. 

Of beaut'ous form Heav'n made me not, 
(Nor has ſoft affluence been my lot, ) 
But fix'd me in an humbler tation, 
Than thoſe at court in higheſt faſhion : 
But there are beauties of the mind, 
Which are not to the great confin'd ; 
Wiſdom does not erect her ſeat 
Always in palaces of ſtate; 

This bleſſing Heav'n diſpenſes round ; 
She's ſometimes in a cottage found; 
And tho' ſhe is a gueſt majeſtic, 


May deign to dwell in a domeſtic. 


Yet, 
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Vet, of this great celeſtial gueſt, 
I dare not boaſt myſelf poſſeſt, 
But this wou'd repreſent to you, 
As Wiſdom does, the Muſes do, 
No def'rence ſhew to wealth or eaſe, 
But pay their viſits as they pleaſe. 
Sometimes they deign to call on me, 
And tune my mind to poetry ; 
But ah! they're fled, I'll drop my pen, 


Nor raiſe it till they call again. 


** 


WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN. 


By Defire of a Widow, 


ON THE 


Death of her only Child. 


As with delight we view the op'ning role 
Expand, and all her fragrant dest diſcloſe, 
80 did MATERNA view her lovely maid, 

In all the charms of innocence array d. 

Oft had her little all, her only child, 

The tedious hour with pleaſing chat beguil'd 2 
But Heav'n, all-good, and infinitely wiſe, 


Remov'd this darling 1dol to the ſkies. 


F 'Ere 
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Ere her young heart had been obdur'd by ſin, 


Orguilt, tormenting fiend, could brood therein; 


Ere ſhe arriv'd at years that might deſtroy, 
By one falſe ſtep, a tender mother's joy. 


Behold ſhe ſoars to yon' celeſtial fields, 
Where ev'ry plant ætherial odour yields; 
With pitying eye, methinks ſhe looks below, ( 


Commiſerates a tender mother's woe; K 
| C 


Tc 
And all her future thoughts to Heav'n aſpire. Ar 


Bids her dejected heart from earth retire, 


Prepare, ſhe cries, prepare to meet the bleſt, W. 


And join your SALLY in eternal reſt. Ah 


25 


An 


5 


POEM for CHILDREN: 


ON 
Cruelty to the Irrational Creation, 
ener — 
Ona: what a cruel, wicked thing, 
For me who am a little king,“ 
To give my hapleſs ſubjects pain, 
And make them groan beneath my reign, 


Were I a chafer and could fly, 
Ah! ſhould I not with anguiſh cry, 
Should naughty children take a pin 
And run me through to make me ſpin ? 


F 2 Were 


* See PsALM viii, 6. 
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Were I a bird, took from my neſt, 
Should I not think myſelf oppreſt, 
I toſs'd about in wanton play, 


Till maim'd and faint I die away ? 


Now, and when I'm a bigger boy, 
Let cruelty my heart annoy; 
Becauſe it is a dreadful evil, 


hat only fits me for the Devil. | 


if 1 must ought of life deprive, ] 
The quickeſt way I will contrive, 
To flop the tremb ling victim's breath, 


And give it {tle pain in death. 


II not torment a dog or cat, 


A toad, a viper, or a rat; 


They're 
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They're form'd by an Almighty hand, 


And ſprung to life at his command. 


A bull, a horſe, yea every creature, 


Of the moſt mild or ſavage nature, 
Were kindly given for my uſe, 


But never meant for my abule. 


Good men (God's holy word atteſts,) 
Are kind and tender to their beaſts; 
May I be merciful and kind, 
That I with thee may mercy find! 


5 
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4 ö 
ON THE 


DEATH of Mrs. BLAKE, 
0 F | 
CROCK HORN, 


Who diet in-a Week after being delivered of the 
Sixth Child. 


————— —  czvcd$£ — — n 


Wuar eye forbids a tear, what heart a 
ſizh? | 

Fly fome auſpicious angel,—quickly fly! 
The ſtroke's too poignant for weak man to bear, 
It ſome celeſtial comfort be not there. | 
How anxiouſly the lov'd Euszs1us ſtands, 

10 Heav'n in pray'r liſts up his ardent hands, 
That when the trying period ſhall arrive, 


His dear Aura be preſerv'd alive. 
At 
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At length the hour advances, —Nature's kind, 
And lo! a lovely infant ſoon we find ; 

The dear maternal friend bids fair for life, 
The fond Evuszs1vs views his lovely wife, 
The living mother of a living child, 

And all the huſband all the father ſmil'd; 
Joy fills his heart, love ſparkles in his eyes, 
And each foreboding thought before him dies. 
His grateful heart aſcends in praife to Heav'n, 
Whoſe goodneſs had this double bleſſing giv'n ; 
Each friend congratulates the happy pair, 


And wiſhes in their mutual joy to ſhare. 


Life ſmiles on all, no trouble ſeems t'annoy, 


But ah! ſad change Ho tranſient is the joy! 


Each heart where gladneſs ſat—beneath the 

ſtroke 
Sinks to deſpair, and all its comfort's broke, 
Her 
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That face which yielded pleaſure-and delight, 

At once turns pale and ſolemn as the night; 

Gloom ſpreads around, her ſun withdraws his 
Tays, 4 

And ſets in the meridian of her days,“ 

She meekly yields, finks from the fondeſt arms, 

She dies !—and with her die a thouſand charms: 

Earth ſeem'd unworthy of her longer ſtay, 

And Heav'n receiv'd her to celeſtial day; 

There ſhe beholds the glories of her Loxp, 


And all her virtues meet a full reward. 


* In the 29th year of her Age. 
AR 


WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN 


DURING THE AMERICAN WAR, 


BY DESIRE OF A LADY, 


ON 


BUILDING CASTLES. 


— 


Bu LDING of Caſtles did commence 

In days of old, for our defence, 

And uſually erected were, 

Near the tremendous ſeat of war; 

Where death and ſlaughter did abound, 

And drench'd with blood the marſhal ground; 
Where powder, darts, and bullets flew, 

Nor one relenting paſſion knew ; 


But 
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But winging through the ſmoak and fire, 
Made thouſands groan, bleed, and expire. 


Caſtles were built firm and ſecure, 
W herein ſome treaſure to inſure; 
With cells and caverns, dark, profound, 
And walls impregnable around. 
Its direful decorations are 
The whole artillery of war; 
Cannons aud muſkets, ſwords. and bombs, 
Hangers and ſpears, and fifes and drums; 
Bullets and every fit ſupply, 
Wherewith t' attack the enemy. 


Some Caſtles too, of which we hear, 
Are fabricated in the air; 
But theſe are of the mental kind, 
The ſole conſtruction of the mind. 


We 
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We in theſe æther caſtles ride, 
With all the equipage of. pride, 
And in imagination - rife, 
Superior monarchs of the ſkies. 
One blaſt this edifice deſtroys, 
Abortive are our promis'd joys. 
Our Miniſtry this Caſtle built, 
By which the blood of numbers ſpilt; 
Fancy'd a thouſand men or two 
Could all Amzzica ſubdue: 
But thrice ten thouſand croſs'd the main, 
A million's in the conteſt flain: 
Yet, ah! fell caſtle, direful ill, 


AMERICA'S unconquer d ſtill. | 


Caſtles are an imperfect plan, 
Of that ſuperior creature Man. 
The 
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The body is a Caſtle where, 


The moſt intrinſic treaſures are; 
Well fraught with arms for man's defence, 
As reaſon, recollection, ſenſe ; 
Which if we exerciſe aright, 

Put all our enemies to flight; 
Spoil Envy with her pois'nous dart, 
And wound Reſentment to the heart; 
Bid Diſcontent and Anger fly, 

And each unruly paſſion die; 
Subdue Diſtruſt and ſad Deſpair, 
And ſubſtitute Contentment there. 
Thus conq' ring, we ſuperior * 
With ſhouts of viQ'ry to the ſkies. 
Where ev'ry Conqueror is bleſt, 

In Caſtles of eternal reſt. 


THE 
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THE 


AUTHOR 


Perſonates the Mother viewing the 
Portrait of Mr. T W-—-—, 


Who was then in the Eaſt-Indies. 


EEE 
Lo! here the lovely portrait's ſeen, 
But Ah! what 8 roll between; 
What tracks of land and deſerts wild, 
Divide me from my darling child! 
Carnage and death triumphant reign, 
Storms riſe and thunders roar in vain ; 
Nor rocks, nor racks, nor wars deter 
The daring bold adventurer; 

G Diſ- 
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Diſdaining affluence, peace and eaſe, 
He braves the horrors of the ſeas. 


Thou, whdſe omniſcient eye pervades 
Celeſtial heights and darkeſt ſhades, = 
Surveys at once each point of land, 
And holds the ocean in thy hand, 
Preſerve this brave advent'rous youth, 
And lead him to the paths of truth ; | 
Still o'er his ev'ry thought preſide, 
And bid his ſoul in thee confide ; 
Preſerve him till each danger's o'er, 
And land him on his native ſhore; 
Then our exulting heart ſhall raiſe 
A ſong of gratitude and praiſe. . 


q=z. 


G 


ON 
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ON + 
Hearing the Rev. Mr. R------ D 
Read the Morning Service, 
And Preach in St. Tromas' Church, 
WINCHESTER. 


— — 
Y HEN plac'd within the conſecrated aiſle, 


In penſive ſolitude I fat a-while; 


At length with all the grace that Heav'n 


inſpires, 
All that ſolemnity the Church requires, 
Began the ſacred order of the day; 
The Reverend R 


o did each truth convey, 


With ſach an emphaſis as muſt impart 


A ſacred pleaſure to each pious heart, 
G 2 With 
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With ſuch a cadence he diſmiſs d each claule, 


As ſhould enforce a Gop's eternal laws. 


Not as ſome Prieſts, who run o'er ev ry 
pray'r, 

As tho' no truth, or ſoul, or Goo i were © Bee; ; 
The giddy hearer enters gay and vala, 
And unaffeRed leaves the Church again; 
While leſſer truths deliver'd on the ſtage, 
Or even ſictions will the mind engage; 
Becauſe the player labours through his part, 
To claim attention and affect the heart. 


When in a tragic character he moves, 
And treats of deaths, or diſappointed loves, 
Then all the horrors conſequent on death, 
Dart 1 5 his eyes, and ſpeak in ev ry breath; 

„ Does 


Does he th' afflicted lover perſonate ? 

Then all that ſofter paſſion can create, 
Solicitude—love—anguiſh—grief—deſpair, 
Yea ev'ry figh, and languid look is there, 


Till each ſpectator's eyes with tears o'erflow, 


And thus concludes this ſcene of fancy'd woe. 


But truths eternal, ſacred, and divine, 


Where goodneſs, majeſty, and juſtice ſhine ; 
Yea truths on which our future hopes depend, 
Truths which the moſt exalted mind tranſcend; 
That awful tragedy in which a Gop 


Pray'd, agoniz'd, and bath'd the ground with 
blood ; 


That tragedy from which the Sun withdrew, 
Nor would his agonizing Maker view ; 


That love—ſtupendous loye—ſurpafling 
thought, 


Which paid our ranſom, tho' ſo dearly bought. 
G 3 Theſe 
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Theſe truths ſublime the audience coldly hear, 
Nor ever deign to drop a feeling tear ; 
While at the play each boſom heaves a ſigh, 
Lo! in the Church unmov'd they fat, —But why? 
The Prieſt to whom the embaſſy is giv'n, 
Who is the high ambaſſador for Heav'n, 
Treats ſacred truth with cold indifference, 
As tho' 'twere fiction, or impertinence. 
Celeſtial themes, that move a ſeraph's Iyre, 
Droap on his tengue, and on his lips expire ; 
While the wile actor aims by his addreſs, 
Each fiction as undoubted truth t'impreſs. 
Would thoſeD ivines, whom love cannot induce, 
Whoſe languid hearts no ardor can diffuſe, 
(Whoſe feet, perhaps, the church wou'd ne'er 
frequent, | | | 
If not Ard by her emolument,) 
e eobasrs ws lic; Would 
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Would even gain inſtruction from the ſtage, 
By any means their audience to engage. 


Leſt months and years more run their ps. 
round, 


And when the Maſter comes, no fruit be found, 
No prodigal brought home, no ſin fubdu'd, 
No Saint advanc'd in grace, nor mind renew d; ; 
AlFs barren ground, when an avenging Gov 
Will from the Prieſt require his people's blood. 
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ON 


The Death of the Rev. Mr. W 
An eminent Miniſter of the Church of England, 


Who died in New-EnGLANnD, Sept. 30, 1770. 


Wu doth all Nature wear an awful gloom ? 
And why, alas! exults yon diſtant tomb ? 
Why doth a ſable cloud the ſky o'er-ſpread ? 
W alas! ſeraphic W s dead! 


The Friend, the Chriſtian, the approv'd Divine, 
The Saint in whom the life of Gop did ſhine. 
His tongue was touch'd with evangelic fire, 
And heav'nly raptures did his ſoul inſpire, 
When forth into the world this Herald came, 
Reſolv'd to propagate IMANUEL's name; 


To 
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To ſet his glory forth from pole to pole, 


Were the capacious breathings of his ſoul. 


He loudly did the Goſpel trumpet ſound, 
Whilſt thouſands trembled as they ſtood around; 
Proclaim'd the ſuff rings of a dying Go, 
And pointed fanners to his pard ning blood, 
Enforc'd to all the great neceſſit xx 
Of knowing this The Saviour dy d forme. 
Thus was our nation bleſs'd with goſpel truth, 
Boldly deliver'd by this choſen Louth, 
Who, with an heart inflam'd with IEsu's love, 
Caus'd Gos to pour his bleſſings from above. 
But did this Champion this rever'd Divine 
His glorious miſſion to this iſle confine? 
No, no, —his gracious Captain points the way 
Beyond the ſeas, and W muſt obey ; ' 
For 
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For in his Maker's will he did rejoice, 
Wos all attention to his ſacred voice. 

When Jzsus bade o'er raging ſeas to paſs, 
Through vaſt America to ſound his grace, 
There like an Herald for the bleeding Lamb, 
He went; and did the Negroes ſouls inflame. 
Shew'd Ethiopians their Redeemer nigh, : 
To cleanſe their {potted ſouls from deepeſt dye, 
In ſuch pathetic accents mov'd his tongue, 
As rent and brake the very heart of tone. 
Thus did he found his Maker's praiſe abroad, 
A tad'rer in the vineyard of his Gop. | 
But now, Alas! his labours are all o'er, 

The churches echo with his voice no more; 
No more from his dear English friends he parts, 
No more returns to void wear hearts, 


But 


. 
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But leaves ten thouſand thouſands to deplore 
The death of him, who lives to die no more. 


Let things inanimate his worth proclaim! 

And ſhout from ſea to ſea his wond rous name 
What love for ſouls did in his boſom dwell ! 
Say. fay what nights this advocate with Gop 


O ye nocturnal luminaries, tell 


Spent, wreſtling to avert th' impending rod. 
Let fair Aurora in her turn declare, 
How he preceded her by praiſe and pray r. 
Let churches, chapels, tabernacles tell, | 


Who e'er within their walls did him FRAY 


Let counties, cities, towns, and ftreets proclaim, 


How faithfully he did the truth maintain. / 
Say, winds and waves, how oft the Saint ye 
toſs d. 
When he for Cop the great Atlantic croſs'd ? 
, 
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And let the Continent abroad begin, 
To tell What heav'nly news he there did bring 
How he enplain'd the love of ]rsu's heart, 
„Till firihers with-their ev try fin did part... 
Hell trembled when this god-like man aroſe. 
And all its votaries commenc'd his foes. . | 
Say, Prince/Infernal,, how inhanc'd thy ire, 
When Jasus did his W——'s ſoub inſpire; 
When like a flaming Seraph round/heiflew, 
Thy works, thy cauſe, thykingdomoverthreiy ? 
Say, ye celeſtial Angels, how ye fled, 
On willing wings to guard his favour'd head: 
Say, ev'ry Saint, how did your hearts rejoice, 
When ger ye beard the ſound of W——'s 
Well might each boſom Ggh, each Chriſtian 
Nees, "3-05 Eat ent 
When this ſeraphic Herald fell aſleep, | 
But 


> 


, 


But could we quit theſe tenements of clay, 
And ſoar aloft into celeſtial day. 


ry: AT 
There faithful W- - may at once be found, 


With an eternal rea. ol of g lory crown d. 5 
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And ſhouting loud OD to that Gop, 


Who made him more than Jail 'ror thro' 
bf Ii WHATL'Y y 


his blood. | 
May we, like him, ew breath! for Ie US ſpend, 
Like W 


Like him, ſail thro' this life s tempeſtuous ſea, 


254338 


— perſevere unto . end, 


Fight the good fight, and gain che victory. 

That when the laſt tremendous trump ſhall 
found, 

We in the wedding-garment may be found ; 


With Angels, Saints, and favor d W- 5 wee, 


7 p 


And ever worſhip at Iuxanuzr $ feet ; 

There fing the wonders of redeeming love, 

With all the blood-bought company above. 
H ON 
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. Re enoRene oa cs 
ON 


The FIRST GENERAL FAST, 


AFTER 


The Dane of the American War, 


>» . * _ 


nes 
\ V HEN ditefal judgments deluge like a 


flood 
1 


"And geld, alas! are drench'd with human 
blood; 


When armics after armies proſtrate lie, 


And brother, by his brother's hand muſt die; 


When kingdoms ſeem to riſe, or empires fall, 


One great Omnipotent conduds it all: 
And thoſe have but a ſuperficial ſcan, 


Who view no higher origin than man. 


Be ſtill, methinks I hear Jznovan cry, 
Be till before your God, and know 'tis I! 


"Tis 


nd wy: A buy by wt. i ' 3 
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'Tis I make peace, and I create ſtern war, 
And ride to battle in my flaming car; 

I guide the bullet, point the glitt'ring ſword, 
Defeat, or conqueſt, ivait my awful word. 
But do I pleaſure in deſtruction take, 

Or have your fins not bid the ſword awake ? 


Do rot a nation's ſad offences call, 


For national calamities to fall ? 


Great Sov'reign Lorp, we own thy judg- 
ments juſt, | 


* | And hide our guilty faces in the duſt; 
Rejoice to hear a day is ſanQify'd 

T' 1mplore thy aid, and humble Britain's pride. 
But may we not in this incur the rod, 

And make a ſolemn mockery of Gov ? 

To abſtain from food, to take our prayer-books, 
And walk to church with evangelic looks; 


H 2 | To 
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To bend the knee, or move the lips in prayer, 

If all the heart be not engaged there, 

Is empty ſhew, a poor external part, 

While Goo, the omniſcient Gop, demands the 
heart; 


And ſhould we fail in this grand facrifice, 


The whole would be offenfive in his eyes. 


Deſcend, Celeſtial Dove, with holy fire, 
And pure devotion ev'ry ſoul inſpire. 
May vital pray'r, expreſs d by ardent ſighs, 
Aſcend to God, and penctrate the ſkies. . 
Let all the nation thus with faſting turn, 
And hearts ſincere, their paſt tranſgreſſions 
mourn ; 


Then is eternal truth engag'd to bleſs, 


And crown our joint petitions with ſucceſs. 


THE 
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b e eee 
THE 
AUTH O R 


Being requeſted on a Sunday Evening, by a 


Company of gay Ladies, to write a few 
Lines of PoxtTrxy inſtantaneouſly ; ſhe 
2ccordingly preſented them with the fol- 
lowing: 
— — 
Wurd you, good Ladies, bade me write, 
My drowſy muſe had taken flight; 
But ere ſhe reach'd her moſſy bed, 
I gave a call, and back ſhe fled. 


I humbly aſk'd her what to ſay, 
She anſwer'd—* On a Sabbath Day, 
H 3 «If 
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If you preſume to write a line, 
lf carefu] that it is divine: 

1 For know that every word and thought 
« Shall be to ſtrifteſt judgment brought ; 
And what is now tranſacted here, 

„ Shall to unnumber'd worlds appear; 
«© When earth ſhall from her centre fly, 
« And ſtars deſert the blazing {ky ; 
„When frighted ſouls in vain ſhall call 
% For rocks and hills on them to fall: 
«© Then let this day and night be ſpent, 
As in that day you'll not repent.“ 


8 


A POEM, 
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Seck 


P O E M. 


OCCASIONED BY 


Hearing prophane Curſing and Swearing, 
At the Time of the American War. 
Ax can we wonder if the ſword, 
Is plung'd in brother's blood ? 


If threat'ning vengeance hurls around, 


From a tremendous Gop! 


When daring finners thus preſume, 
His anger to provoke.; 
When daily with impunity, 


His dread command is broke. 


What 
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What! hath eternal truth declar'd, 
None guiltleſs ſhall remain, 
Who {wears by ought in Heaven or Earth, 


Or takes his name in vain ? 


Yet imprecations fill our ſtreets, 
And bold blaſphemers dare, 
Invoke damnation from above, 


And by IEHOVAH ſwear. 


Their impious breath pollutes the air, 
Omnipotence defies ; 

Compels a leng forbearing Gop, - 
In judgment to ariſe. 


What! trifle with that ſacred name, 
. Whoſe goodneſs gives us breath? 


Or 
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Or juſtice ſmites our feeble frame, 


And chains us down in death? 


Will not inſulted Majeſty, 
In vengeance lift his hand; 
And bid deſerved judgments fall, 
On ſuch a guilty land ? 


O when will finners ceaſe from ſin, 
And call for bleſſings down? 


Then ſhall the ſword be ſheath'd again, 
And laurels deck the crown, 


SS 


<> 


EPITAPHS. 


77. d onfry ch fora De 


E PIT AP Hs. 


On a YOUNG MAN, who died three 
Days after he was married. 


Au Hleſh 1 18 graſ—Important truth! 4 | 
Nor dare we boaſt of health or youth; i 
The nuptial bed I ſcarce had trod, 

Ere fummon'd forth to meet my Gop ; 
Compell'd to leave my weeping bride, 

Sunk from her tender arms and dy d. 


Another. On a YOUNG LADY. 


Brroro ye thoughtleſs, young and gay! 
What I am now ye ſhortly may. 
I preach whilſt here I mould'ring lie, 


And this my text— Prepare to die ! 


Another 
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Another. —On an AMIABLE WIFE. 


8 HE's gone the dear companion of my bed, 
And with her ev'ry earthly bliſs is fled; 

An empty world is all I now can boaſt, 
With her my ev'ry wiſh and joy was loſt. 


An Hymn for Conſecration, 


Sung at the opening of the Counteſs of H—'s 
Chapel, in Brecon, Worcestershire, &c. 


3 | 
Cou J=sus! come and bleſs this place! 


'Tis open'd in thy name; 
Deſcend with ſhow'rs of heav'nly grace, 


And conſecrate the ſame. 


Eternal 
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Eternal Gop, our pray'r attend, 
Diffuſe thy love around: 


As to the burning buſh, deſcend 


And make it holy ground! 


Bid each the man of ſin put by 
As Moſes did of old 

His ſhoes put off, when he drew nigh, 
Thy glory to behold. 


Lord, let thy glory fill this place, 
Yea fill each ſinner's heart: 


Come thou incarnate Prince of Peace, 


And never more depart. 


In vain we are aſſembled here, 
If Jesus- does not come: 


Appear, 
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Appear, thou bleeding Lamb, appear, 
Let every heart make room! 


Within theſe walls let thouſands, Lord, 
Thro' grace be born of thee; 
And in this place thy name record, 


Till time no more ſhall be. 


Now, Saviour, now the work begin, 
Thy potent arm diſplay : 
Let ſome poor rebel dead in fin 


Be made alive to-day! 


Call numbers by thy ſovereign grace, 
Who knew thee not before : 
So ſhall we bleſs thee for this place 


When time ſhall be no more. 
| PS On 
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C ²·Ü.¹ A anionic offer >. N 
ON 


MARRIAGE, 
LOVE and WINE. 


: WRITTEN 
By Defire of P. G. Esg. of WincyesTEtR. 


— — 


Love thou dear enchanting gueſt, 
King of all the hoſts above, 
Build a manſion in our breaſt, 


We'll a banquet make for Love. 


Love ſupreme of ev'ry powr, 
Where thy gentle banner reigns, 
Ages dwindle to an hour, 


Hymen's bands are ſilken chains. 


Who 
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Who with hands in wedlock meet, 
And with hearts in Love unite, 
Feel the nuptial contract ſweet, 


Soft'ning care with calm delight. 


Who with love of gold inſpir'd, 
Or {ome baſer motive wed, 
'Ere the honey-moon's retir'd, 


Lo, the tranſient paſſion's fled! 


But where gen'rous love preſides, 
Years ſhall but increaſe the flame; 
Huſbands love their fire-ſides, 


Love the converſe of their dame. 


Seek no more for bliſs to roam, 


While Materna fighs in vain, 
I 2 O'er 
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O'er a deſolated home, 


Drudging with her infant train. 


Love ſhall give Filander thought 
To aſſiſt his faithful wife, 

While the young creation's taught 
How to brave the ſtorms of life. 


Love with moſt aſſiduous care, 
Seeks to ſoften ev'ry woe, 
Which the kind indulgent fair, 
In their wedded-ſtation know. 


And ſhould more auſpicious fate 
Add to this a bleſſing more, 


Deign our comforts to complete, 


And our board with plenty ſtore; 


Wine 
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Wine ſhall cheer the languid heart, 
Love each angry thought controul, 


All that reaſon aſks impart, 
Ard to bliſs conduct the ſoul. 


RL LI SR CCLRC ER CCC DS PEI CREE 


On hearing the Rev. Mr. B Rector of 
Wick, near Winchester, preach a Sermon 
from Pſalm Ixv. 2. 


O thou that hearest Prayer, unto thee sſiall all fleſh come.” 


————_—GAu_— l 


\ ITH calm attention lo! I heard, 
My heart the ſage divine rever'd, 


While he with holy zeal explain'd 
The gracious words the text contain'd. 


I'll bid the muſe the theme prolong, 


And form the ſubſtance in a ſong. 


I 3 To 


2 
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To Gop the Loxp ſhall man repair 
By public and by private pray'r; 
Thus humbly his dependance own 
On thee, thou infinite, unknown. 
Where two or three are met in pray'r; 
Lo! Gop hath promis'd to be there; 
He's there a preſent help to bleſs, 


Crown each petition with ſucceſs, 


Or in his wiſer way our wants redreſs. 


If warm'd by pure devotion's fire, 


We to our cloſet ſhould retire; 

There, unperceiv'd by human eye, 

Pour forth to God our plaintive cry, 

Or ſend before the throne a contrite ſigh ; 


Lo! he'll on wings of love deſcend, 


And to our various wants attend. 
| Here 
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Here we may get our hearts renew'd, 


And each unruly luſt ſubdu'd: 

Here virtue draw from IEsu's blood, 
And hold ſweet intercourſe with Gop: 
Here we may all our griefs reveal, 
Nor one beloved ſin conceal; 

For, ere we ſpeak, Omniſcience knows 
What all our words and tears diſcloſe; 
Then ſome celeſtial cordial gives, 


And lo! the contrite ſinner lives. 


Not all the wealth the Indies own, 
Crowns, or the moſt exalted throne, 
Should counterpoiſe the bliſs of pray'r, 
When Gop 1s by his preſence there. 
In pray'r ſeraphic joys we find, 
Which quite transform the earthly mind. 
The 


92 FO EM S. 


The man who always, ere he pray'd, 
From the bright path of duty ſtray'd, 
Lo! now he gladly runs therein, 


And hates the garments ſtain'd by fin, 


This change is in himſelf alone, 
For changes are to Gop unknown ; 
(Fix'd as his own eternal name) 
To-diy and yeſterday the ſame: 
Fix'd his decree to fave the juſt, 

And cron them with an tal reſt! 
And fix'd his purpoſe to diſdain 

The ſoul who will in fin remain; 
Who flights the offers of his grace, 
And never bows to ſeek his face. 


As ſoon may man by air exiſt, 


Or brutes without their food ſubliſt ; 
| | The 
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The feather'd warblers live in floods, | 


Or the finn'd tribes amid the woods; 
As ſoon may Satan burn with love, 
Or Gos a fount of envy prove, 

As ſhall the ſoul to heav'n aſcend, 
Who without pray'r his days ſhall end. 


hen man has miſimprov'd his time, 
And ſpent his youth, his health, and prime, 
Only his Gop to diſobey; 
When death advances, he may pray: 
But then his pray'r may be in vain, 
Gop juſtly may his ſuit diſdain. 
He may, tis true, his grace extend, 
And ev'n in death commence his friend. 
So let the dying not deſpair, 


But oh! let all the living fear; 
For 
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For, on an awful chance depends 

A world of bliſs, that never ends. 
Gor may accept, and he may not 
He may thy name for ever blot 
Out of his book of life divine, 

Aud thy ſad ſoul to hell conſign. 


Then fm your hearts, in health, to pray, 
Not let appearances diſmay 
Your ſeeking ſouls :—Though good men lie 
On beds of languiſhment, and die; 
And though the wicked ſeem to riſe 
On tow'ring pinions to the ſkies, 
Think not the juſt has no reward, 
Or is forgotten by his Lonp, 
Or that his wrath does not remain, | 


On thoſe who do his grace diſdain : 
Os.” The 


. 
The wicked hve but to fulfil 


The direful meaſure of their ill; 

Each day ſtil] makes the ſinner worſe, 
And life by fin becomes a curſe; 

The greater his iniquity, 

The more his puniſhment will be. 

The good man dies, leaves earth and pain, 
A crown of glory to obtain; * 

And if through life Goo try'd his grace, 


"Twas but his glory to increaſe. 


Let man before his Gop be ſtill, 
Pray with ſubmiſſion to his will: 
If what we alk be for our good, 
"Twill not be by our Loxp withitood; 
But if he e'er our ſuit denies 


"Twas wrong for he's immenſely wiſe. 


98 


Nature 


95 P OE MS. 

Nature would afk for health and reſt, 

When pain and fickneſs may be beſt, 

Our droffy nature to refine;— 

If ſo, be pain and ſickneſs mine. 

The chaſt'ning rod I'll ne'er diſpiſe, 

'Tis a rich blefling in diſguiſe. 
Be thus reſign'd and paſſive found, 

In works of holineſs abound; 

Let ev'ry word, and work, and thought, 

Be into ſtri& obedience brought: 

But here beware of a miſtake, | 

Leſt that be fatal which you make. 

Think not by this thy heav- n to gain, 

Or all thy righteouſneſs is vain: 

Nought but a Saviour's precious blood ; | 


Can give thy ſoul acceſs to God; 


Nought 


ht 
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His ſpotleſs robe of righteouſneſs, 
{And not thy works), muſt be thy dreſs. 
Twas he that firſt thy ſoul inſpir'd, 


Thy heart with pure devotion fir'd; 


He gave thee faith, and faith's increaſe ; 
Purchas'd thy pardon, ſeal'd thy peace, 


And bid thee live and grow in grace. 
He is the firſt, and he alone 

The laſt, the great, and corner ſtone; 
Who builds upon this rock ſhall ſtand, 
Who builds without it, builds on ſand; 
And be his fabric ne'er ſo tall, 

Twill in the day of trial fall. 


Then wou'd you live and learn to die, 
Live holy, yet your works decry; 
And only hope a ſeat above, 


Thro' boundleſs grace and dying love. 
K Seaſonable 


FO LN 


Seaſonable Admonition, 


In Reference to thoſe who are raiſed from a 
State of Indigence to the reſpectable Office 
of preaching the Goſpel . 


— — — 


I. Scripture is to be our guide, 
If by its precepts we are try'd; 
I think that I have read therein, 


Thou ſhalt reprove thy brother's fin. 


Then call me not preſuming maid, 
If I this precept have obey'd; 
Tho' fortune on you ſeems to ſmile, 


Take heed left Satan ſhould beguile; 
Tho' 
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Tho' you from low mechanics raiſe 
Yourlſelves to ſound IAN uzL's praiſe; 
Tho' leaving lab'ring with your hands, 
You now appear in gowns and bands; 
Yea, tho' with gifts from heaven bleſt, 
Of knowledge, light, and zeal poſſeſs'd; 
If haughty thoughts inſpire your ſoul, 
It mars the glory of the whole; 

If you advanc'd by charity, 

Behave yourſelves imperiouſly ; 
Forget your former low eſtate, 

And let high thoughts your minds elate; 
Aſſume ſo much if ſome neglect, 

To ſhew that homage you expect; 

If ſupercilious thus your mein, | 
Why all your preaching proves in vain; 


K 2 Your 
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Vour precepts grate upon the ear, 


And you as ſounding braſs appear. 


Ah! this is not the narrow way 
That leads us to celeſtial day; 
The way the Bleſſed ]esvs trod, 
The way to holineſs and Goo. 
Come learn of me, the Saviour cry'd, 
Forego your arrogance and pride ; 
Be. humble, lowly, meek in heart, 
Or elſe with me you have no part. 
He ſpake, nor did his works deny, 
What his bleſs'd words did juſtify ; 
Altho” the Loxp of glory he, 

To teach us true humility, 


Found not a place to lay his head, 


Much leſs diſpleas'd to change his BED.“ 


* Alluding to a young Preacher whowas hi 


hly diſpleaſed with 


particular Friends, on being put to ep in a Bel which he ſup- 


poſed to be inferior to that in which 
the ſame houſe. 


e had previouſly ſlept in 
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Thele friendly hints in love apply, 
And Ill my faithful pen lay by. 


ON 


INGRATITUDE. 
| ORE: III 
Ix GRATITUDE !—thou fin accurſt, 
Of every fin pronounc'd the worſt ; 
Deteſted weed, where'er thou'rt found, 


Infernal poiſon ſwells the ground. 


Chriſtians, who at perfection aim, 
Ou to its ſacred heights attain, 
God-like, in all they act or ſay, 
Will injuries with kindneſs pay. 


K 3 Heathens, 
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Heathens, who led by nature's rays, 4 
Nor ever bleſt with goſpel days, 
By nature's dictates underſtood, 


"T were juſt to render good for good. 


Brutes, that of reaſon ne'er poſleſt, 
Can act no higher than a beaſt; 
Led by their own revengeful will, 


Will doubtleſs render ill for ill. r 
But thou accurſt, where'er thou art, s 
Conſcience will know and point the dart: 
Thou who repayeft good with evil, , 
Art only equall'd by the Devil. 

1 


AN 
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AN 


HYMN rox a CHILD, 


Who has loſt its Father or Mother. 


O Thou, who once didſt children blefs, 
And take them in thy arms; 
Defend the infant, fatherleſs, 


And 8 my feet from harms. 


Thou canſt the loſs of friends ſupply, 
And turn to good each ill; 

Though ev' ry friend ſhould fail or die, 
Thou art all gracious ſtill, 


Thy wiſdom and thy pow'r I own, 
For all thy ways are juſt ; 
The prince—thou raiſeſt to his throne, 
Or lay'ft him down in duſt, 
May 
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May I obey thy ſacred word, 
In theſe my infant days ; 

Grow up in all things like my Lox, 
And learn to liſp his praiſe. | 


So ſhall I find thy promis'd reſt, 
When this frail life is o'er, 
And meet in my dear Saviour's breaſt, 


My friends fled hence before. 


Al! ON 21 
The Death of the Author's Mother, 
Mrs. CAVE, of BRECON, 


Who died February 6, 1777. 
And I heard a voice from Heaven, saying unto me, write, 
Blessed are the dead which die in the Loxp, Os. 
Rev. xiv. 13. 


Tis done,—'tis Gop has call'd her,— 
I ſubmit, 


And humbly own that beſt which he thinks fit. 


But 


B 
N 
1 
\ 
I 
/ 
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But Ah! when firſt T heard the direful news, 
My wounded ſoul all comfort did refuſe: 
I heard—I felt—1 ſunk beneath the ſtroke, 
With very grief my vital ſpirits broke. 
I view d the dear-lov'd face, conſign'd to death, 
And heard her bleſs me with her parting breath. 
My heart was full, and in my grief I cry'd, 
« Oh! that I had with my dear mother dy'd ;” 
A thouſand of her ſoft endearing words 
Flew to my mind, and pierc'd my heart like 

ſwords. 
She gave me birth, and more than twenty years 
I've been the object of her anxious cares. | 
Thro' helpleſs infancy ſhe ſav'd from harms, 
And nurs'd, and bore me in her tender arms, 
She ſympathiz d in all my pain and grief, 
And would have borne it all for my relief. 
And 
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And is that precious life for ever oer? 
And ſhall I find maternal love no more; 
In vain this vaſt terreſtrial ball I trace, 


I view no more that lovely, deareſt ſace: 


No more her tender, Chriſtian letters lee, 
Nor hear how oft ſhe wept and pray'd for me. 
Oh! worſt of days, that has bereft of life, 

So dear a mother, and fo lov'd a wife. 
Where ſhall I go to eaſc my burthen'd heart ! 
Where find a friend, who'll with me bear a part? 
Alas! there's none -O let me weep and ſigh! 
I'll mourn and wail my loſs until I die! 

Thus nature felt and ſpoke : for reaſon fled ; 
And faith and hope lay bury'd with the dead; 
But there's a Goo, a never-failing friend, 
Whoſe pity, love, and zoodnels, know no end. 

I knew him ſuch, I to his footſtool flew, 


And found his promiſes were firm and true. 
He 
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He heard my fad complaint, he gave relief, 
And bade me riſe ſuperior to my grief. 
Huſh— nature then Icry'd, nor more complain, 


She only left a world of grief and pain, 


To enter manſions of eternal reſt, 


To live and reign with Gop, for ever bleſt. 
How patient in affliction, how reſign'd! 
How meet for glory was her peaceſul mind! 


She welcom' ddeath, and ſaid, Lord, quicklycome, 


And take me hence, I long to be at home. 


She bleſt her houſe, and bid them ceale to weep, 
Then, with a ſmile, in Cnz1st ſhe fell aſleep. 


Hail then, dear faint in thy immortal joy! 
In bliſs ſuperlative, without alloy. 
Live with thy Gop, nor let my partial mind 


E'er wiſh thy ſtay from joys fo unconfin'd; 
But 
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But let my grateful heart in praiſe aſcend, 


To that all- gracious, all victorious friend 


Who guided, lov'd, and kept thee to the end. 


ESSENCE of RELIGION. 
Nox every one who cneth, Loxp, 
Or hear, or pray, or preach thy word, 
Wilt thou in God-like accents own, 


Or hail, as partners of thy throne. 
What! if this ſect, or that I join, 
Believe * party moſt divine: 

Vain will my warmeſt notions prove, 


If abſent from my heart thy love. 


What! 
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What! If with Calvin I agree, 
Or to Arminian doctrines flee, 


I ſtill remain a child of fin, 


If love does not prefide within. 


Let bigots for the ſhell contend, 
In idle controverſies ſpend 
Their precious time, whom zealots fire 


"KLE 


And notions (not thy love) inſpire. 


* 
717 
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2 
With me let names and parties fall, 
Thy love, my ſov'reign I my all; 
The ſubſtance this Of this polſeſt, 
Mid flaming worlds I ſtand confeſt. 
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* 


ON 


The PREVALENCE of SIN. 


Cour thou all-prevailing Spirit, 
Come and teach me how to pray ; 
Intercede for Jxsu's merit, 
Waſh and take my fins away. 
How much ned of that atonement 
Hath a guilty ſoul like me ? 
Who am not one fleeting moment 


From ſome ſinful paſſion free. 


Sin—where'er I go I find it, 
Find it woven in my heart; 
To thy croſs O Jzsus! bind it, 


Sin deſtroy and grace impart: 


Sin, 


n, 
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Sin, like weeds, for ever ſpringing, 
Doth the ſoil throughout defile; 
All my life's a life of finning, hs, 


JIxsv, ſave me, I am vile. 


Yes, I fin in ev'ry action, 


Sin in ev'ry word and thought; 
I can't pray without diſtraction, 
Sin on all 1 do is wrote. 
When I to my cloſet enter, 15 
Seeking peace in IESsu's blood, 
Swift as thought intrudes the Tempter, 


Drives or draws my heart from Gop- 


Thus, while I am proſtrate lying, 
While my lips in prayer move, 


While with ſeeming ardour crying, 


For redemption from above; 1 
L 2 Lo! 
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Lo! I find at that dread inſtant, 


My vain heart is rov'd away, 
Wander'd off on ſomething dillant, 
And my lips alone do pray. 


Then abaſh'd I filent wonder, 
Why is ſuch a rebel ſpar'd? 
Why not caſt amongſt that number, 


In eternal chains reſerv'd? 


Then with ſhame and joy confounded, 


I exult in fov'reign grace; 
Grace which hath to me abounded, 


Me, a wretch of Adam's race. 


Lox if I forget to praiſe thee, 
Let my tongue forget to move ; 

Jzsv to thy likeneſs raiſe me, 
Let me all thy goodneſs prove; 


Le! 
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Let my guilt be now abſolved, 
My whole nature ſanctify; 
Lonxp I long to be diſſolved, 


Make me meet and let me die. 1 


| 
AN 


E· ü 8 Þ 
On a Maiden Name. 
— — 


Apr dear name which birth and 
Nature gave 


Lo! at the altar I've interr'd dear Cave; 


For there it fell, expir'd, and found a grave. 


Forgive dear ſpouſe this ill-tim'd tear or two, 
T hey are not meant in diſreſpect to you; 
| | 1 hope the name which you have lately giv'n, 
Was kindly meant and ſent to me by heav'n. 
L 3 But 


ct 
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But ah! the loſs of Cave I muſt deplore. 
For that dear name the tend'reſt mother bore, 
With that ſhe paſs'd full forty years of life, 
Adorn'd th' important character of wife: 
Then meet for blils from earth to heav'n retir'd, 
With holy zeal and true devotion fir d. 

In me what bleſt my father may you find, 
A viſe domeſtic, virtuous, meek and TVET 
What bleſt my mother may I meet in you, 
A friend and huſband—faithful, wiſe, and wk 
Then be our voyage proſp'rous or adverſe, 
N 0 keen upbraidin gs ſhall our tongues rehearſe; 
But mutually we'll brave againſt the ſtorm, 
Remembering ſtall, for help-mates we were born, 

8 $ Then 


POM .E:1.ME> 8: 115 


Then let rough torrents roar or ſkies look dark, 
If love commands the helm which guides our 
bark, 
No ſhipwreck will we fear, but to the end, 
Each find in each, a juſt, unſhaken friend. 
a gs foes 
WR T TTEN 


A few Hours before the Birth of a 
Child. 


My Gop prepare me for that hour, 
2 When moſt thy aid I want : 
Uphold me by thy mi, hty power, 


Nor let my ſpirits faint. 


J aſk not life, I aſk not eaſe, 


| But patience to ſubmit, 
To 
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To what ſhall beſt thy goodneſs pleaſe, 


Then come what thou ſeeſt fit. 


Come pain, or agony, or death, 
If ſuch the will divine; 
With joy ſhall I give up my breath, 


It reſignations mine, 


One wiſh to name I'd humbly dare, 
If death thy pleaſure bez 

O may the harmleſs babe I bear 
Haply expire with me. 


a= — 
ITTIL 


The 


The following Lines wwere not intended for publication, nor 
would they have been interted here, but in compliance 
with the request of several friends, They were composed 
by the Author, previous to the Birth of her fret Child; 
written and sealed with her ! hand, and commiitied to 
the Care of her Friends, that in Case of the Mother's 
Death, and the Child's living to @ proper Age, it might . 


be presented therewith, 
1 0 
MY DEAR CHILD. 
— — 


Deas fnleſs babe, whoſe peaceful room 
Centers within thy mother's womb; 
Whoſe mind's unſpotted, ſpirit pure, 
As happy (doubtleſs) as obſcure. 


Whom having never ſeen, I love, 


And breathe my ardent ſoul above; 
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That Heav'n its richeſt gifts may give 


To thee, my infant, ſhould'ſt thou live. 


What unknown cares obſtruct my reſt, 
What new emotions fill my breaſt! 
I count the days ſo oft re-told, 
E'er I my infant can behold. 
Thought after thought intrudes a dart, 
And ſtrange forebodings fill my heart. 


\ 


Perhaps the time which gives you life, 
Deprives Euſebius of his wife; 
And you for circling years may ſpare, 


Who ne'er will know a mother's care. 


Perhaps ſome rude ungentle hand 


Thy infant footſteps may command; 


Who, 
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Who, void of tenderneſs and thought, 
Too harſhly menaces each fault. 
Oh thought too poignant! may ſt thou die, 
And breathleſs with thy mother lie. 

But dare I Heaven's deſigns o'erthrow ? 
Come, reſignation, quickly flow ; 

Say to fond Nature's fears“ be ſtiH, 
And bow to the Almighty will.” g 


Perhaps I yet may live to ſee | 
My child grow up and comfort me; 
Or if I die perhaps my ſhade 
Thy infant footſteps may pervade; 
Sleepleſs myſelf, thy eye-lids cloſe, 
And guard thee whilſt in ſoft repoſe. 
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And when your judgment comprehends 
What now your anxious mother pen's, 
Thefe lines ſhall to your view impart, 


The genuine tranſcript of her heart. 


I wiſh the child, I call my own, 
A ſoul that would adorn a throne! 


With keen ſenſations, ſoft, refin'd, 


A noble, but an humble mind. 
Be courteous, prudent, virtuous, wile, 


Each friend's inſtruction always prize. 


And if you're caſt in Icarning's way, 
Improve each moment of the day, 


And graſp at knowledge whilf you may. 
With richeſt freight your memory ſtore, 


And prize it more than golde.. ore, 


For 


or 
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For riches you may looſe and ſpend, 


But knowledge is a laſting friend. 


Be ſtrictly honeſt, ſtrictly juſt, 
On no pretence betray your truſt. 
If any to your breaſt confide 


A ſecret there let it abide. 


Whate'er you promiſe bear in mind, 
Each promiſe ſhould to action bind. 
From low deceits and falſhoods fly, 
Nor dread a ſerpent as a lie. 
For ſhould you e'er the name acquire, 
As ſome I've known—a common liar, 
A common thief my child, would be 


By far more excellent than thee. 


M 
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In 
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In ſome you'll find a conſtant flame 
To vilify their neighbour's name; 
But mark that woman, mark the man, 
And ſhun their converſe if you can: 
For ſuch, as thus diſpos'd, you ſee 
When thou art gone, ſpeak ill of the. 
But, if with ſuch obliged to meet, 
Like prudence, ſhew yourſelf diſcreet; 
And if you're urg'd, as oft I've known, 
To join with them to caſt a ſtone; 
Rather appear to know it not, 
Than help thy neighbour's name to blot : 
Thus you may find evaſions good, | 
Well tim'd and rightly underſtood ; 
But 'twould be wrong ſhould you conceal 
Faults which obſtruct your neighbour's weal; 
And doubly wrong if you evade, 


What known would honour—not degrade. 
5 Hence 
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Hence your own judgment mult diſcloſe, 


— 


When to conceal, and when expoſe. 


Are any plac'd beneath your care. — 
Of proud auſterities bew are; 
Let ev'ry word and action prove 
You'd win their ſervices by love. 
Be ſoft and gentle, tender, mild, 
E'en from the ſervant to the child; 
Yea, let each inſect, bird, and beaſt, 
Within your ſphere, your goodneſs taſte. 
Muſt you deſtroy a worm or fly ? 
With quickeſt motion let it dic; 
Nor let a creature e'er complain, 
You gave one moment's needleſs pain. 
They but a ſavage heart expoſe, 


Who trifle with a reptile's woes. 


M 2 Whate'er 
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Whate'er you want, to Gop make known, , 
It meet, - your wiſhes are your own; 
Make him your confidant alone. 
His laws obey, his voice atiand | 


And then you'll never want a friend. 


FD: | 
irn 
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IF you, my ſon, ſhould cer incline 
In Hymen's careful bands to join, | 


Obſerve the maid who ſuits your heart, 


But ne'er your mind to her impart, 
Till you have view d her o'er and oer 


Her life and character explore, 


Know if you can her mental ſtore': 


And 
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And if you find the maid is ſhe, 
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Who may through life your help-mate be, 


Then court her heart, with honour court, 


Nor dare to make a nymph thy ſport. 
With ardour ſeek—her love obtain— 
Then to deſert and give her pain, 
Involve in grief, who had been free, 
Content and happy but for thee; 
Who, mov'd by ſympathy alone, 
To eaſe your heart gave you her own; 
And when the conqueſt you diſcover, 
Baſely neglect or ſeek another, 

The vileſt miſcreant on the road, 
Who haunts the deſert and the wood, 
Who hazards life for what he gains, 
Nor wins an heart with all his pains; 
But flies purſu'd o'er gate and ſtile, 


Commits no action half ſo vile. 
M 3. 


And 
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And ſhould I live ſuch condua know 


In you, my ſon—my tears would flow,— 
Myſelf would ſeek to eaſe her grief, 
And bid thee fly to her relief. 


T O 
E 416-0, 
IF A DAUGHTER:: 


SHOULD ev'ry grace your face adorn, 
And elegance compoſe your form, 

In this no laſting worth you'll find, 
That's beauty—which adorns the mind, 
This well enrich'd—unſpotted—pure, 
Will eace through life and death inſure. 
External beauty has no charms, 


If diſengag'd from Virtue's arms. 


If, 
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If, when arriv'd to blooming years, 
A ſuitor for your heart appears,— 
To tell my Harriot how to chooſe, 
Whom to accept and whom refuſe, 
I own a taſk beyond my pen: 
For ſuch the deep deceits of men, 
And. ſuch their power oe'r female hearts, 
We cannot penetrate their FRY 
Their tempers and detects they hide, 
Till they obtain the wifh'd-ior bride, 


And then they caſt the veil aſide. 
Thus after each precaution taken, 


Too oft we find ourſelves miſtaken. 


But this I will be bold to ſay, 
If one his dull addreſs ſhould pay, 
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Who wants politeneſs, grace, or ſenſe, 


Or tinctur'd with extravagance; 


What—tho' he whines, and weeps, and ſighs, 


And vows without your love he dies; 
At once reject the worthleſs youth, 
He knows no love — Tis all untruth. 
For Love's exalted ſtreams ne'er flow, 
In ſouls ſo abje&, and ſo low. 

| Though he may thouſands boaſt a year, 
Reject him—for tis bought too dear; 
For ſhould you c'er in wedlock dwell 
With ſuch a man—your life's a hell. 
Hope not—'tis vain, —his bent to turn, 
Too late you will your folly mourn. 
Your ſofteſt words and tears are loſt, 


Your hopes and fondeſt wiſhes croſt; 


As 


* 
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As ſoon'you'll waſh the Ethiope white, 
As make him worthy your delight. , 
Then ſhun the ſnare, my counſel prize, 


Left ſad experience make you wiſe! 


L ET T E R.) 


My dear Child, 


| * is the effet 


of your mother's anxious concern for you, who are as yet 
Should T die at your birth, or before you arrive 


unborn. 


at years of knowledge, I hope when you receive this Poem 
(vhick Twill be at a proper age) you will not be contented 
by acquiring i in theory till you have reduced the sentiments | 
it contains to practice. Then will you find yourself beloved - 


and csteemed by all the truly virtuous and good, and above 


all (which ſhould be your chiefest concern) will pain the” 
approbation of God and your conscience. Tou allo will flow: 


a due respect to the words and aſhes of your Jeceased Parent, 
whose daily study (had she lived) would be to inculcate thoge 


Sentiments into your infant mind as soon as she found you 


capable of receiving them, 
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I here give you my blessing, and may you indeed be bles- 
Sed nvith wisdom, grace, and principles of the strictect 
honour. To see you thus enriched ould be my highest hap- 
piness, should I live; and if T die, be the prayer in death of 

Your affectionate Mother, 


7 


ti < 
 T HOUGH TS; 
Which occurred to the Author, at Llan- 


wriid, in Breconshire, in walking from 
Dol-y-Coed Houſe to the Well. 


1 — 

1 ſilent, folitary place, 

Where I majellic footſteps trace, 

Where Reaſon may aſcend her throne, 

And Meditation reign alone, 

Contemplate the works of Nature, 

And in the works, the Great CREATOR; 
| See the ſweet ſongſters of the day, 

And hear them tune their artleſs lay; 

Behold 


1 


3 


1 
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Behold at once the fragrant fields, 

W hich vivid green and paſture yields; 
The flowing river gently glide; 
Before, behind, on either fade, 


, Four pond'rous hills ſtupendous riſe, 


As if to teach my heart and"eyes | 


ia - 


—— 
2 


To ſend their wiſhes to the ſkies: 


—— 


"> be . _- — > 
4 — — 


Thither my thoughts and eyes aſcend, _., 


Where wonders ſtill more wond'rous blend; 
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A vaſt expanſe of azure ſky, 
Boundleſs it's width, it's height how high! 
Yet higher ſtill, immenſely higher, 


—_- 


— 


Behold yon' orient blaze of fire, 


-4 n . 2 q > 
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The radiant region of the day, 

With matchleſs majeſty diſplay, 

More of the great unfathom'd. All, 

Than doth the whole terreſtrial. ball. 
My 
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My eyes recoil, the rays ſo bright, 
Tho' ſhort the gaze, diſſolve my ſight: 
If ſuch thy power, great work divine, 


How mighty nis who bade thee ſhine! 


Ah! what am T? Why, lefs than nought, 


Below the merit of a thought: 
Yet thought which doth all thought tranſcend 


That mighty ALL may be my friend! 


Now to the ſalutary Well 
I bend a ſteps—and hear it tell | 
Important truths! My heart applies 
The admonition as it flies: 
'Tis true—How faſt the ſtream is flowing; 
Ah me! ſo faſt my life is going. 
As 
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As is the ſtream ſtill dowawards bending, 


So to the grave my ſteps are tending. | 
This head that thinks—theſe eyes that ſee, 1 
In ſome ſhort time muſt ceaſe to be. 

This well thall low,—thoſe hills ſhall riſe, 
That azure deck yon' ſplendid ſkies, 


Thoſe verdant meads be cloth'd in green, 
That river gently glide between, 
And yon' bright orb perform his round, 


When not a duſt of me is found. 


But here I pauſe—and heave a ſigh! 
While the full tear drops from mine eye. 
How big with awe, this ſolemn theme! 
No fancy'd tale, or idle dream. 

Not, that I am is truth more juſt, 


Than— that I ſhall return to duſt, 
a N Another 
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Another year, perhaps a day 

May join me to my mother clay. 
If now my fleeting race vers run, 

Is the important bus'neſs done ? | 
More awful thought—Is it begun? 


1 529 
But thoughts moſt awful ſtill ariſe, 


As to the well I caſt mine eyes: 


For in the flowing ſtream, I fee 


An emblem of Eternity. 
This ſtream has flow'd, and ſtill it lows, 
(And yet no diminution knows,) 

From year to year, from race to race, 


And {till behold we no decreaſe: 


Such that tremendous, valt expanſe, 
To which each moment I advance; 
| When 
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When twice ten thouſand years are paſt, 
And more than numbers e er can caſt, 
Eternity! that wond'rous thing, 

Will at that period but begin! 

And Oh! my ſoul! where ſhalt thou be, 


Thro' this immenſe eternity ? 
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WRITT EN 


About a Month after the Birth of the Author's 


Second Child. 


O THOMAS, I hope you'll become 
(My only, my dear little boy ;) 

A pleaſing and dutiful fon, 
And fill your glad parents with joy. 


With pleaſure I brave all my pain, 


While ſmiling you baſk at my breaſt, 
N 2 And 
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And fleepleſs myſelf will remain, 


To lull my dear infant to reſt. 


Shall e'er this frect innocent face, 
Where beauty and lovelineſs reign, 

Be fluſh'd with an act of diſgrace, 
And fill my ſad boſom with pain ? 


Ahl! dear as J love thee, my ſon, 
And gaze on thy form with delight, 
Let death rather now cut thee down, 


And tear thee thus early from fight. 


But why ſhould I torture my mind ? 
Thy ſoul ſhall to virtue aſpire ; 


For in ev ry ſeature I find 


The form of my much honour'd fire. 
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And he from his earlieſt youth 
The path of fair virtue has trod ; 


He taught me how beautiful TxuTH, 
And pointed my footſteps to Gop. 


And when thy young reaſon ſhall dawn, 
Then may I with pleaſure eſpy, 
Such promiſing rays in the morn, 


As ſoon will produce a bright ſky. 


Should Heaven protra my ſhort ſpan, 
I'll deeply impreſs on thy mind, 
Thy duty to Gop and to man, 
With ſentiments juſt and refin'd. 
vn 31 1 | | 
III bid thee adore the Great Cauſe, _ 


Who bleflings or woes can increaſe ; 


N 3 Know 
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Know well, and then practice his laws, 


For this is the paſſage to peace. 


The Volume Celeſtial explore, 
For precepts tranſcendent thence flow, 
*Twill bid thee in principle ſoar, 


From all that's diſgraceful or low, 


"Twill teach to each act and defign, 
Let honor and truth be your guide, 
In virtue and probity ſhine, 


And thus to excel be your pride, 


By guile, or hypocriſy, try 
T' increafe nor your name nor your cheſt; 
And fraud, —let it never come nigh, 


Nor ſlain for a moment your breaſt, 
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Be open, and clear as the day, 
Low art and duplicity ſcorn ; 
For this will a meanneſs betray, 


But that will your conduct adorn. 


If knowledge you wiſh to attain, 
Let Phoebus not find you in bed; 
With vigour impregnate each vein, 


With wiſdom impregnate your head, 


For e er may my Tromas be found, 
With the prudent and good of the age; 
If near you ſuch do not abound, 


Converſe with the well written page. 


In ought that through life you purſue, 


Which reaſon or prudence inſpire; 4 
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Be active and vigilant too, 


And conqueſt ſucceeds your deſire. 


Should e'er you behold the dear maid, 
Whoſe charms ſhall diſpoſe you to love, 


Bid reaſon come in to your aid, 


And then if you fully approve, 


With courage your paſſion diſcloſe, 
With honor purſue till you've won, 
But provę not her worſt, of all foes, :: |. 
To leave her deceiv'd or undone. 


T' inferiors be gentle and kind, 
Benevolent too if you can; 

To equals, che free unconfin'd, 
Obliging diſint reſted man. 


Ta 
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"To all whom dame Fortune ſhall place, 


In ftations above my dear boy, 


Due deference ſhew with a grace, 


That declares there's no guilt t' annoy, 


With modeſt becoming reſpeCt, 

While integrity fats on your enz 
All cringing and fawning reject, 

As daſtardly ſordid and low. 


AR thus, and you're equal to Kings, 
In the nobleſt part, the interior, 
And they who want emptier things, 


Deſerve not the name of ſuperior. 


Thus enter with honour on life, 5 
Be provident, peaceful and brave, 
Shun profligates, wantons, and ſtrife, 


And nobly go down to thy grave. 
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ON 7 
The G ENER AL F AS 'S; 


April 19th, 1703. 


8 eternal Aur, 
By whom ſtates riſe, or empires fall, 
Whoſe potent word creates à world, 
Or bids it been „wurd 


Lok of all Links and KING of Kings, 
Beginning, Center, End of Things, "ay Be 
Fountain of Light, of Life, and Love, | i 
nen nn below 2 worlds above? 
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Wond'rous I am! Myſterious Word! 
Who canſt or draw, or ſheath the ſword; 
We reptiles who of duſt are made, 


(1: Dag. 200 22 
Preſume to ſupplicate thy aid. 


300-04 LOW e 
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To thee we dedicate this day, 
To mourn for ſin, to faſt and pray! 


Thy wond'rous works of old declare, 


The great effects of fervent pray r. 


Does Moſes but in ſpirit groan ? 
Lo! it prevails before thy krone ; 
The boiſt'rous waves at once divide, 
And form a wall on either ſide. 
his hands 
Iſrael a conquering army ſtands, 
But when his fervent ſpirit fails, 
They fall, and Amalek prevailis 


Again he lifteth up 


— 


1 
ie? 


The Ninevites its. influence knew, 
And jointly to thy footſtool flew, 
— They 
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They mourn, they faſt, to heav'n they cry, 


And turn th' impending judgment by. 


May wi fixe —— confeſs our Ea, 
The renovating work begin; 
Timely avert thy vengeful rod, 
And Jacob. like prevail with God. ry 


8 
Our iſle, our favour'd iſle protect, 


Our King and Senators direct; 
Our fleets preſerve, our armies bleſs, 


And bid the nation ſhout ſucceſs. 


The rage for war through earth deſtroy, 10 
And fill it with celeſtial jop 
Let peace her wiſh'd-for banner ſpread, 
And laurels deck our Sovereign's head. 


i U 0 
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AN 0 
ADDRESS 
To the INHABITANTS of EXETER, 


Occaſioned by the following Circumſtance: 


Ir Dec. 1791, Jane STzeR, a poor Widow Woman, of 
the Town of Chag ford, in Devon, was sent to Exeter 
Gaol, for a Debt of 151. against the Crown, to pay 
which e had neither Money nor Friend, but must 
infallibly have remained in that State of Confinement 
during Life, had not the Author undertook to raise 
the above Sum by Subscription, which she effected in Ne 
Course of two Days, by a personal Application to the 
Tnhabitants of Chag ford and about forty-four Persons in 
Exeter.—The various Dispositions she discovered in the 
Course of her progress on this Occasion, gave Rise to the 
following Poem : 

— 


. 
- 


VX gen rous friends who freely lent your aid, 


And thro' your eyes a noble ſoul diſplay'd, 
Accept my thanks for what you freely gave, 
While in return I aſk you to receive, 


O A 
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They mourn, they faſt, to heav 'n they cry, 


And turn th' impending judgment by. 


4 


May wo Hike > confels our En. 

The renovating work begin; 

Timely avert thy vengeful rod, 

And Jacob-like prevail with God, 5 
Our iſle, our favour'd iſle protett, 

Our King and Senators direct; 


Our fleets preſerve, our armies bleſs, 


And bid the nation ſhout ſucceſs. 


The rage for war through earth deſtroy, 
And fill it with celeſtial joy 
Let peace her with's Gor banner ſpread, 
And laurels deck our Sovereign's head. 
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AN i 
ADDRESS 
To the INHABITANTS of EXETER, 


Occaſioned by the following Circumſtance: 


Is Dec. 1791, Avr STzer, a poor Widow Woman, of 
the Town of Chag ford, in Devon, was sent to Exeter 
Gaol, for a Debt of 151. against the Crown, to pay 
awhich the had neither Money nor Friend, but must 
infallibly have remained in that State of Confinement 
during Life, had not the Author undertook to raise 
the above Sum by Subscription, which she effected in the 
Course of two Days, by a personal Application to the 
Inhabitants of Chag ford and about forty-four Persons iu 
Exeter.—The various Dispositions she discovered in the 
Course of her progress on this Occasion, gave Rise to the 
following Poem : 

—— 


Y: gen'rous friends who freely lent your aid, 
And thro' your eyes a noble ſoul diſplay'd, 
Accept my thanks for what you freely gave, 
While in return I aſk you to receive, 
| O A 
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Se 

A rich ſupply of that ſublime repaſt, a 
[ 

That mental banquet which ſhall ever laſt! in 


A feaſt by ſordid minds ne er underſtood, 
The joy, ſurpaſſing joys of doing good! 


IIlib'ral fouls, for ſuch I know. there be, W. 


Strangers to want and to philanthrophy, BE 

Wiſely ſuſpect your own ungen out heart, 1 
And bid the cenſuring fiend from thence depait. 

See a poor wretch in two ſhort days ſet free, 

Re ſtor'd to hope and her loſt family, 1 

Who had not fortune rais d her ene poor friend, A 

Her whole ſad life muſt in a priſon ſpend. * 

An 

Wi 

Yewretched miſers who your treaſures hoard, 3 


And ye who let profuſion deck your board, 
See 
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See yon' poor neighbour in affliction lies, 
And trembling age with cold and hunger dies! 


In yonder goal the wretched debtor groans, 


And his hard fate in ſilent anguiſh moans! 


Ah! what will ſtate, or ſordid pelf avail, 
When death, unwelcome death your heart aſſail! 
Ye then perchance may for a favour ſue, 


And be repuls'd as have the poor by you. 


art! 


Admit reflection and ſhe'll ſoon ſuggeſt, 
A proper mode to make her ſubjects bleſt! 
To treat each creature with parental care, 
To help the wretched, dry the widow's tear, 
And to th' afflicted kindly lend an ear; 
Will more refulgent brilliancy unfold, 

Than if adorn'd with pearls or crowns ae gold? 


O 2 Thoſe 
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Thoſe uſeleſs pounds which ye will never 
want, 


Rightly diſpos'd would Rill your fore 


augment, 


Andto yourneedy neighbour ſpeakcontent. } 


The poor would bleſs you as you walk'd abroad, 

And heav'n and your own heart your deeds 
applaud; 

By all the good you'd be accounted dear, 

And een the wicked would reſpe& and fear: 

Thus would you treaſure up a laſting ſtore, 


Whereon to feaſt when time ſhall be no more. 


T 0 


A YOUNG GENTLEMAN 


Much addicted to DETRACTION. 


Uncexzovs man !—baſe, dire, dil- 
graceful youth! 


Bold publiſher of lies—Reverſe of truth; 
What 
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What foul malignant demon form'd thy tongue, 
That it for scandal is ſo aptly hung? 
Or did a brothel give thee birth and name, 


And proſtitutes inſtruct thee to deſame? 


A noble mind aims to conceal a fault, 
Whilſt thine delights to publiſh one of nought; 
But while thy tongue deſcends to black diſgrace, 
Fair innocence ſecurely ſleeps in peace; 


Whilſt gen'rous minds—yea heav'n and earth 


The ſoul who loves detraction, wrongs and lies, 
And ſhould'ſt thou with fo baſe a mind expire, 


'Thou'lt meet a. {ſentence to eternal fire, 


WRITTEN 


n - 
l us = _ : 
= . 1 = — 
* — - _ KEE — oo a 


* © 2 
— — R411 
— — - 


. — 


——— — — wt * 
— 


JV. 


— 
—— 


* 
a 

ſ 14 

4 
19 
1 
if 


4 
35 


* — 


* Y 5 2 
24 — 
— — = - — 
< — 2 . — 
= — L 4 
- i T 


150 P OE MS. 


CCC oy af. 
WRITTEN | 
The firſt Morning of the AuTtnor's bathing 
AT TEIGNMOUTH, 
For the HEAD-ACH. 
— TO 
VV-mizr on the Beach I ſtood, my courage 
fainted, 
And buſy thought a thouſand horrors painted ! 
Stranger to each, and each to me was ſtrange, 
With none a kind good- morrow could exchange; 
With penſive mind, whilſt tears my checks be- 
dew'd, 
Fierce Boreas, and a Nymphimmerg'd I view'd; 
Langour and pain her timid looks expreſs, 
As by the women carried in to drefs; | 
Ah! me, I cry'd, to plunge into the main, 


Should I preſume,—this weak afflicted brain 


Will grow derang'd, and I ſhall die with pain 
(LEA . | But 


ws 
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But ſome kind Fair“ imprefs'd with ſympathy, 
Conſol'd my grief, and bide my ſorrows flee; 


Of whom, to practice what themſelves had 
taught, 


One plung'd into the ſea with courage fraught ; 
Near thrice twice told ſhe dip'd quite undifmay'd, 
And then aſcends to dreſs, nor aſks for aid; 

I chid my fears, my cowardice was nip'd, 
And next_below the wave my head was dip'd. 
A ſtran ze ſenſation, —in a ſecond ore, 

And I quite buck much happier than before; 


When I bathe next I'll have twodippings more. 


O Neerunt! ſhould thy waves propitious 
prove, | 
And once this grievous malady remove, 


Which 
Three LaDies who had been accuſtomed to bathe, 
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Which long has baffled each Phyſician's art, 
Mov'd by the impulle of a grateful heart, 

I'll chant thy virtues,—fne the tuneful nine, 
And mighty Jove, to lend his aid divine, 
To fill me with devout poetie fire, 

While I to Neptune tune the grateful lyre! 
d Ehefeng Deen Ldes Dy ag eng dane Reds are, v 


The HEAD-ACH, 


OR 


An ODE to HEALTH, 


Inſerted in the Briſtol Newſpaper by the AvuTnoR, 
May 25, 1793. | | 
— 


O HEALTII! thou dear china gueſt! 
Thy roly ſubjects, low ſupremely bleR! 
Hear the blith inilk-maid and the plough-boy 
ling, RES 
Nor envy they the ſtation of a King; 
While 
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While Kings thy ſweets ts gain would gladly | 
bow, 
Reſign their crowns and guide the ruſtic's 
plough : 
Thou pearl ſurpaſling riches, power or birth! 
Of bleſſings thou the greateſt known on earth! 
Thy value's found like that of bards of yore, 
We know to prize thee when thou art no more! 


Ah! why from me art thou for ever flown ? 
Why deaf to ev'ry agonizing groan? - 
Not one ſhort month for ten revolving years, 
But pain within my frame its ſceptre rears ! 
In each ſucceſſive month full twelve long days 
And tedious nights my ſun withdraws his rays! 
Leaves me in filent anguiſh on my bed, 


Afflicting all the members in the head; 
Through 
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Through ev'ry particle the torture flies, 

But centers in the temples, brain and eyes; 
The efforts of the hands and feet are vain, 
While bows the head with agonizing pain; 
While heaves the breaſt th' unutterable figh, 
And the big tear drops from the languid eye. 
For ah! my children want a mother's care, 

A huſband too, ſhould due aſſiſtance ſhare ; 
Myſelf for action form'd would fain thro' life 
Be found th' aſſiduous—valuable wife; 

But now, behold, I live unfit for aught ; 
Inactive half my days except in thought, 
And this ſo vague while torture clogs my hours, 
1 Ggb, Oh, twill derange my mental powers | 
Or by its dire exceſs diffolve my fight, 


And thus entomb me in perpetual night ! 


Ye 


F. 155 


Ve ſage Phyſicians, where's your wonted ſkillꝰ 
In vain the bliſters, boluſſes and pill; 
Great Neptune's ſwelling waves in vain I try'd, 
My malady its utmoſt power def d; 
In vain the Britiſh and Cephalic Snuff, 
All Patent Medicines are empty ſtuff; 
Thelauncet, leech, and cupping [well the train 
Of uſeleſs efforts, which but gave me pain; 
Each art and application vain has prov'd, 


For ah! my fad complaint 1s not remov'd. 


Live's one on earth poſſeſs'd of ſympathy, 
Who knows what is preſum'd a remedy ? 
O ſend it hither! I again would try, 
Tho' in the attempt of co-qu'ring I die; 
For thus to languiſh on is worſe than death, 


And I have hope if Heav'n recall my breath. 
ON 


EF DDD LOND LNG COR 


ON 
RECEIVING SEVERAL PRESENTS 


From the Rev. Mr. H—, Reflor of Chag ford, 


in Devon, and his LA. 


Dear donors—if the phraſe be not too 


free, 
But ſurely friends ſo kind full dear muſt be; 
Repeated gifts, unmerited, unaſkd, 
The obligation ſwells and binds it faſt; 
While I a fortune leſs auſpicious mourn, 


Too poor with aught but thanks to make 


return: 


And thanks are vague my feelings to impart, 


When gratitude o erflows or fills the heart. 


ON 
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FFP · A tr Coon >, 


ON. 


The Death of Miſs HOOPER, 
An Amiable Maiden LADY, 


Or CHAGFORD, ix DEVON. 


San in the ſilent vale the lilies blow, 
Diſdaining gaudy pomp and empty ſhow, 
Diffuſing fragrance round their lov'd retreat, 
No borrow d luſtre theirs but worth innate; 
Unſoil'd by blights or man's unhallow'd touch, 
Their native ſweetneſs and their veſture ſuch, 


That he pronounc'd whoſe miſſion was divine, 


They did the glory of a king out-ſhine, _ 
But this lov'd flow'r we boaſt not all the year, 
The ſeaſon's found when it will diſappear : 
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Its texture ſoft, too delicate its form, 

To bear the nipping froſts and wintry ſtorm. 
Its autumn comes, no more it feaſts our eyes, 
It drops its leaves, reclines its head and dies; 


But yet the root unblemiſh'd ſtill remains, 
And all its od'rous property retains, 
Whenwinter's paſt, ſpring will return, and then 


"Twill with redoubled fragrance bloom again. 


Such is the lily ;—ſuch the virt'ous fair, 3 
Who with the ſpotleſs lily I compare, 
For whom I drop this tributary tear. 
In her we boaſt a pure, unſpotted life, 
Peace was her aim, an enemy to ſtrife; 
With wiſdom fraught yet harmleſs as a child, 
Benevolent her heart, her temper mild. 


Domeſtic's 
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Domeſtic's tears in ſilent ſorrow prove, 
She ſweetly ſoften'd ſervitude with love; 
Yes, ſoft compaſſion fill'd her gentle breaſt, 


And tears the tender ſentiment expreſt. 


But ſhould I here on all her merits dwell, 
It would my theme beyond its limits ſwell ; 


No more—for heav'n each virtuous deed 


records, 
And glory now the happy ſaint rewards; 
No more ſhall langour, ſickneſs, pain, or death, 


Stop or impede her now immortal breath. 


Why weep her friends? ſuppreſs the riſing 
ſigh, 1 o „ vo! 
And check the tear that fills your languid eye; 
Nor fruitleſs grief for her dear loſs retain, 
Whoſe days are crown'd with bliſs inſtead of 
pain, 
P 2 | If 
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If true fraternal tenderneſs could ſpare, 


If a kind ſiſter's moſt affiduous care, 
If all that love or afluence can give, 
Could death diſarm or bid a fav'rite live, ; 


Ye would not now have mourn'd a ſiſter gone, 
Cruclly kind you would her life prolong; 


Till fate or nature bid you all decay, 


Happy through life you would together ſtay, 


And all would die (methinks) in one dear 
day. onda .1 | 
Thus ſpeaks S{fii10h which too oft is blind, 


But faith and reaſon bid us be reſign d, 

And know that Gop all merciful and wiſe, 
Diſpenſes ſov'reign bleſſings in diſguiſe ; 

Such the event which wakes my penſive muſe, 
Faith, things unſeen, and diſtant proſpect views, 


Sees 
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Sees the lov'd friend ye mourn ariſe from duſt, 
Amid the reſurreQion of the juſt ; 


In virgin whiteneſs clad and truly wiſe, 


With lamp well trim'd ſhe'll mount the 
burning ſkies, 


May each like her the better part prefer, 
Nor death, nor judgment, ſhall the ſoul deter; 
For hope, celeſtial grace, the ſaint ſhall cheer, 2 
Tho' earth and heav'n recede and diſappear. 
Here a lov'd brother ſhall his ſiſter meet, 
And a lov'd fiſter ſhall the other greet, 

With joy renew'd in bleſt fruition now, 
Unite again in grateful homage bow ; 
Deck'd with the glory of the King of Kings, 
While the glad cherubs clap their joyful 


wings, 


* 


And heav'n with loudeſt hallelujahs rings. 
l P 3 Here 
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Here love immortal feeds the ethereal fire, 
While flaming ſeraphs tune their golden ly re, 
The Goa the Saviour ſhews his prints of love, 
Then ſhouts of glory fill the hoſts above; 


The raviſh'd ſaints the rapt'rous ſcenes behold, 


At Jzsu's feet they caſt their crowns of gold, 


And worthy, worthy, worthy, they proclaim! 


Of glory is the Lamp who once was flain ; 


Thus ſhalleach virtuous ſoul their Gop adore, 


And richly baſk on yon' celeſtial ſhore, 


| 8 
Where death and pain, and parting are no ö 


more. 


2 
2 
= - 


T O 


Who lent the Aurnuon, though quite a 
Stranger to her two valuable Volumes 


Op PROSE anv POETRY. 


— — — — 


F entertains, 
The plaudits of the reader juſtly gains : 

Here vice and folly's ſad effects we trace, 
And virtue triumphs with ſuperior grace; 
Then for its loan my grateful thanks accept, 
While you dear madam merit due reſpect; 
You ſaw a ſtranger and became her friend, 
Your entertaining volumes deign'd to lend. 
Unaſk'd you offer'd, which the favour ſwells, 
And thus the tribute of my muſe compels, 


That 
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That I the volumes ſhould return I knew, 1 


But how dear madam was this known to you? 
You knew me not, by perſon or by name, 


You knew not where I went, or whence I came; 


But you've perhaps attain'd proficiency, 
In the ſtrange fcience of phyfiognomy ; 
Or is't becauſe within your gen'rous breaſt, 


Deceit and fraud have found no place of reſt ? 


Ho bleſt were man if all with friendly heart, 
Would each to each ſome mutual good impart ; 
How bleſt if all with unſuſpicious mind, 

Like you delighted to be good and kind. 


How. loſt the wretch to virtue's ſmalleſt ray, 


Who dares ſuch gen'rous confidence betray ; 
The vileſt miſcreant who infeſts the road, 


And dates imbrue his hands in human blood, 
1s 
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Is not more loſt to ev'ry ſenſe of good, 
Than thoſe whoſe boſom nurſe ingratitude ; 
May all dear Ma'am towhomyou kindneſsſhew, 


Have ſouls that ſhall with'equal kindneſs glow: 
* 


A 


P Q- . K ... M 
On the Aurnox and her FawiLy's parting 
with very reſpectable Friends at Chagford, 
in Devon, 
FrRRVART 18, 1792. 
— 
A vitv deatfriends—Jear Chagford friends, 


— 


adieu! 
Affection feels a ſhock at leaving you; 
What tho' ſuccefs invites us to depart, 
To quit Ilov'd friends afflicts a grateful heart! 


And ſuch ye are, full well your favors prove, 


Your frequent tokens of reſpectful love. 
Your 
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Your actions more than words this truth atteſt 7 
We had no ſouls if they were unimpreſt; 

If gratitude and love did not unite, 

And on our hearts ſuch genuine kindneſs write. 
Sacred to friendſhip, here your names ſhall laſt, 
Till memory and recollection's paſt ; 

Till life itſelf's extint—and who can tell 
But after death we may together dwell; 
May haply meet again, rejoice and know, 
That we v ere friends and neighbours once below. 
If ſuch the bleſſing to immortals given, 
Methinks *twould add felicity to heaven ! 
To feaſt the eye at one extatic view, 


With thoſe lov'd friends whom once on earth 


we knew: _ 
To ſee them thus beyond the power of ill, 


Secure of heaven—which bleſt immortals fill. 


Tho' 
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That heaven, which virtuous lives alone inſure, 

Where joys are endleſs, as ſublime and pure; 

Where nameleſs pleaſures flow without alloy, 

And . boundleſs themes the raptur'd hoſts 
employ; 

Where every boſom glows with holy fire, 

And happy myriads fill th' immortal choir, 

O may my ev'ry Chagford friend be bleſt, 

In this bright manſion of eternal reſt! 


'Till then perchance we've taken final leave, 
To meet no more till thus beyond the grave; 
No more whilſt ſummer lends her glad'ning 

rays, 
In friendly jaunts we ſpend the tranquil days; 
To mazy woods and rural proſpects ride, 


Where limpid ſtreams o'er rocks tremendous 


glide; 
Where 
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Where in a verdant ſhade all happy we, 
With higheſt reliſh drank our difh of tea. 
No more—but to recount it now, how vain ! 


The recollection but augments my pain. 


Accept, dear friends, accept thisfalling tear, 
The grateful tribute of an heart ſincere ; 
But ſhould a thouſand in ſucceſſion flow, 
They're but a debt I to your kindneſs owe. 


AN 
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Sent to an EXAMINER® in the EXCISE. 


VW urs you good Sir this ſcribble ſee, 
Perhaps you'll drop a thought of me, 
With whom you had ſome friendly talk, 
About th' exciſe and a foot-walk ; 

May you in ev'ry wiſh ſucceed, 

And my good man as haply ſpeed ; f 
Then to a walk he ſoon will riſe Sir, 

And youll become his ſuperviſor ; 
Theſe wiſhes gain'd, like other men, 


You both perchance may wiſh again—- 
2 You'll 


* A Perſon in a State of Probation for a Diſtrict. 
+ The AuTroR's Huſband, 
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You'll wiſh a ledger I to obtain, 
And he'll a district hope to gain; 
And when you've both attain'd the ſummit, 


You'll wiſh you may not tumble from it 


And now my muſing thoughts incline, 
To introduce a wiſh of mine; 
I wiſh you both while yet on earth, 
A better and more certiin birth ; 
For now you're ſtation'd like an egg, 
Upon a pointed tott'ring peg, 
A thouſand 3 but ye fall, 
And loſe your diftrift, walk and all; 


And ſhould you ſtand, ſoon comes your rout, 


For each fourth year you're mov'd about. 


Theſe 


+ A Phraſe in the Exciſe for a ColleRorſhip. 
A Superviſorſhip. 
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Theſe conſtant movements drain your purſes, 
While traders load you with their curſes, 
And if you have not one and all, 

Obſerv'd the maxim of St. Paul, 

And liv'd without a child or wife, 

How marr'd the joys of nuptial life! 

As you from theſe mult ever part, 


And wound kind Hymen to the heart. 
Or if you yet reſide together, 


What various hardſhips muſt you whether! 
If any houſhold you poſlels, 

To ſell or move it muſt diſtreſs, 

Or ** thro' the nose, as people ſay, 

For ready-furniſh'd lodgings pay; 
Diſtant from family and friend, 


With nameleſs wants you muſt contend, 


And 
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And come what may of grief and ſorrow, 


You at your peril {core or borrow ; 
Like Iſr'el bound by Pharoah's law, 
To make their bricks without a ſtraw ; 
'Thus well perplex'd on ev'ry fide, 
You daily row 'gainſt wind and tide, 
But when your trials are no more, 

I wiſh you may triumphant ſoar, 
To join that bleſt immortal band, 
Where none e'er meet a reprimand ; 
Where pow'r omniſcient nobly ſways, 
And men by their intentions weighs, 


Nor that e'er censures as a fault, 


Where guilt does not infect the thought ; 


Within theſe bright etherial ſhades, 
Where juſtice temper'd thus pervades, 
Each honest mind may feaſt at large, 


Beyond the pow'r of a discharge. 


A N 
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AN 


ADDRESS 


T O 
Tus INHABITANTS or BRISTOL, 


Occaſioned by the preſent CALAMITIES and recent 
OBSERVATIONS. * 


No Princes virtues gild my lay, 
Or burnish'd merits of my Lord; 
The Beaſt unconscious can't repay, 
But kindneſs is its own reward. 


— — 


\ } HY pauſe ye Citizens? If thus awakes 
The vengeful ſword, and dreadful havock 


makes! | 13 
If ruin and diſtruſt pervade our ſtreets, $} 


And neighbour with a ſigh his neighbour meets! N 
Q 3 If 


* Written in the Year 1793, in Conſequence of the 
numerous Bankruptcies and other Calamities that occurred 


there at that Period. i 
i 1 
| 
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If thoſe who late ſoft affluence could boaſt, 


A ſcanty pittance now poſſeſs at moſt ! 
If dire deſpair the frantic mind aſſails, 
And ſuicide within our walls prevails ! 
When fins of deepeſt die infeR the place, 
And ſink the Man below the brutal race. 


The fans our houſe conceals I may not name, 


But thoſe which fill our ſtreets themſelves 


proclaim ; 
The fin, ſurpaſſing ſins, I dare expoſe, 
Is that which trifles with another's woes; 
The harmleſs animal, the uſeful beaſt, 
In anguiſh can the horrid fact atteſt ; 
The noble horſe, of beaſts our nation's pride, 
(Whoſe great utility was ne'er deny'd,) 
Who from his worth may hope peculiar care, 


Is here condemn'd unnumber'd ills to bear: 
Wo The 
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The dire oppreſſive load compell'd to draw, 
Meager and lame, with back and briſket raw, 
Or blind with toil c'er half his days worn out, 
Unſit to drag his trembling bones about; 

For months are flown ſince one deciſive blow 
Should kindly have concluded all his woe: 
But ah! to gain one wretched ſhilling more, 
His life's drain'd out through ev'ry tortur'd pore ; 
Beneath the load his languid ſpirit fails, 

Then laſh ſucceeding laſh his body wales; 

He riſcs—tfalls—laſh'd on—he aims to riſe, 
Till lo! beneath the ſavage whip he dies! 
Thus ends a life of innocence and uſe, 


By needless ſuff rings and unjust abuſe. 


Behold the hali-ſtarv'd aſs with pond'rous 
load! 


View on his back and ſides the recent blood! 
See 
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See the more brutal A/, or monſter Man, 


Still pierce the wounds from whence the blood 


now ran! 
The lovely lamb, the harmleſs ſheep and cow, 
O'er drove beneath unuſual ſuff rings bow; 
The brute who drives, as if too light their pain, 


Cuts through the leg, or ſmites the mouth or 


brain; 
From ev'ry gaſh the purple torrent flows, 
And yet th' inhuman wretch repeats his blows! 
But theſe, alas! may not lament alone, 
All animated duſt may ſwell the groan; 
Dogs, cats and pigs, the harmleſs bird and fly, 
Live to be tortur'd, or by tortures die! 
Such are the horrid ſcenes our ſtreets diſcloſe, 
Yet with impunity each monſter goes, 


Numbers 


Numbers paſs by and view each horrid ſcene, 
But none the ſilent ſuff rer aims to ſcreen, 

Or deign in juſt reproof to move their tongue, 
And thus by ſilence make the guilt their own: 
To cruelty inur'd we think that juſt 

Which ſhould excite abhorrence and diſguſt ; 
And thus inur'd we ſend our ss abroad, 
To buy and sell, and sport with Human Broop!* 
Our boys, alas! ſo ſoon as they can run, 

Cry, Jack or Tom, let's have a little fun;“ 
Then dogs are ſet on pigs, or egg'd to fight, 

Or cats to kill, or fowls to hunt or bite: 
Thus early they in cruelty delight. 

Would I in this could boys alone condemn, 4 


And add, ſuch ſports did ne er diſgrace our men / 19 


Re fle 


* The SLAVE Traps. 
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Reflect ye parents! where's th' egreg'ous fault 
Children would better act if better taught: 
Experience ſpeaks—for ] poſſeſs a ſon, 

Who ne'er to ſports of cruelty will run: 
Leſſons of mercy he was taught betime, 

And cruelty he thinks the greatest crime, 

But if conſtrain'd the hideous ſcene to ſee, 
He feels—abhors—and drops a tear with me! 
Parents and Tutors would you all unite, 
And into Mercy's Treas'ry caſt your mite? 

To tenderneſs inſpire your children's mind, 
And round their neck the golden precept bind ; 


The thoughtleſs youth would find ſome better 
ſport, 


Than that ariſing from another's hurt. 
Who when a child tortures a bird or fly, 


Torments a horſe or bullock bye and bye ; 
And 
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And oft before concludes life's wretched ſpan, 
Is hard enough to maſſacre a man : 
Then what muſt parents guilty feelings be, 
Who dare indulge a child in cruelty! 
With deference to the Miniſterial Name, 


Methinks each Pulpit ſhould the fin diſclaim ; 
Here the black crime you may diſcuſs at large, 


And thus a duty with effect diſcharge. 


O for a voice to ſound from pole to pole, 
To thunder horror through the cruel ſoul ! 
Tell me, ye man and brute tormenting race, 
Do you our holy Chriſtian Faith embrace? 
The one or other ye muſt quickly flee, 

For Chriſt our Lord ne'er taught us cruelty : 
His holy life with ſoft compaſſion teems, 


And Mercy! Mercy! in each precept beams! 
For 
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For others woes his God-like boſom fighs ! 
Forothers woes he groans—he bleeds—and dies! 
Peruſe his gracious ſermon on the mount, 
And ſhrink with horror on your own account ; 
See if the cruel find themſelves confeſt, 


Among the happy number of the lest. 


The brave rejoice when bleſſings they impart, 
But cruelty betrays a coward's heart; 
Betrays an underſtanding mean and baſe, 
Betrays a man more brutal than an als; 
Betrays him loſt to ev'ry ſenſe of good, 


Diſgrace of men—anathematis'd of God ! 
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THOUGHTS 


THOUGHTS 


OCCASIONED BY THE PROCEEDINGS. ON 


BRISTOL- BRIDGE. 


AND THE 


Melancholy Conſequences, 


Ox THE AWFUL NIGHT or MONDAY, 
The 3oth of SEPTEMBER, 1793, 


When the Military were ordered to fire on the Populace, 
in Conſequence of their collecting together, to obſtruct 
the Continuance of the BRIDGE ToLLs, by which 
Means many innocent People paſſing by loft their 


Lives. 
— — — — 


P AUS E, reader! and admire the grace, 
Which ſtill protracts thy chequer'd ace; 
Thy huſband, neighbour, ſriend, or ſon 
All tranquil ſtood as thou haſt done: 
When lo! they met the awful doom ! 


Which now configns them to the tomb. * 


How ſpake the MAGISTRATE on high ? 
CAPTAIN in chief of earth and ſky, 11 


194 
R Carnage 0 


| 
+ But ke taid nay, lest while ye gather up the Tares, ye root 20 
up also the Wheat with them, (Mat. xiii. 29.) "1 
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Carnage and woe had not prevail'd, 
Nor horror ey'ry face aſſail'd, 


. While bullets flew from ſtreet to ſtreet, 
Leaving no moment for retreat; 


The honeſt tradeſman homeward bound, 
Would not have met the mortal wound ; 
Nor inoffenfive ſtander- by 
Drop by his neighbour's ſide, and die; 

No amputated legs or arms, 

(As tho' amid dire war's alarms) 

The hapleſs woman, boy, or man, 

Had mourn'd through lite's protracted ſpan : 
Nor widow wept her huſband gone, 

While orphan's tears the groan prolong ! 


My Friend, * alas! whoſe peaceful mind 
Riot abhors of every kind, 
| Had 


* The AuTaoR's Huſband, returning from the Duties 
of his Office. 
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Had pafs'd the ſtreet in duty's call, 
Where whiſtled through the deadly ball, 
Not wo ſhort minutes e'er began 
The fire! which levell'd man by man: 
He ! who with warmth eſpous'd the cauſe 
Of thoſe who ſought t'inforce the laws. 
(** The legal pow'r ſhould be obey'd, 
„And due inveſtigation made; 
lf wrong,—to law apply for aid, 
« And not by riot ſeek redreſs, 
Or hope an evil to ſuppreſs. 
«Tis ſeeking demons to expel, 
1 By Belzebub, the prince of hell.“) 
Yet he! with ball in breaſt or head, 
Perchance had ſunk among the dead 


Ilow ſpake the patriarch of old ! 
When Sodom's judgment was foretold : 
Ah! will thou not the city ſpare* 
If fifty righteous ſouls are there? 


R 2 Thou 
* Gen, xviii. 24—27. 
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Thou can'ſt not /port with human blood, 
And with the wicked ſlay the good. 

Or fire promiscuoufly on all, 

_ Leſt guiltleſs with the guilty fall: 

This deed were adious in thy ſight, 

Shall not the Judge of all do right ? 


E'er fell the dread devouring flame, 
How cautious was the great I AM 
Though thouſands foon muſt burning lie, 
That not one righteous man ſhould die, 
For thus he ſpake, & with angel's tongue, 
I can do nothing till thou'rt gone!“ 
For better #/7y juſtice fly, 

Than one ſhould innocently die. 


If ſuch the language of the good, 
Of Abraham, and Abram's GOD, 


Then how ſpeaks conſcience, Sirs | to YOU, 


By whoſe command the bullets flew ? 


t To Lor, Gen. xix. 22. 
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But what can this fell ſpectre ſay, 

In our reformed enlighten'd day ! | 
Then let old conſcience take her flight, 
And view it in a moral light ; 

If ought attack the human frame, 
Should we not think the man to blame, 
Or ſay His intellects were bad, 
If not conclude him really mad; 
Suppoſe our toe or finger ſwell, 
o thus preſcrib'd to make them well; 
Cut off the foot, or leg, or arm, 

« And to prevent all future harm; 

« If theſe by amputation bleed, 

« Cut off the head with utmoſt ſpeed.” 
Thus cure the ſwelling of the toe, 

By the whole body's overthrow. 


Permit me, e'er I drop my pen, 
To add a line for injur'd men 
O why, in common ſenſe's name, 


Should each his _ thus proclaim, 
| = | 


186 POR M- 8. 


By treating with unjuſt abuſe, 

The men & who cannot want excuſe ! 
What private ſoldier durſt withſtand, 
His ſtern ſuperior's dread command ? 
Ah! what had been his wretched lot? 
Himſelf had met the fatal ſhot ! 

Or with his arms to halberds ty'd, 

In ſtreaming blood -had ſoon been dy'd, 
While laſh ſucceeding laſh had flown, * 
And ftript the bulprit to the bone 
Why, in the name of Juſtice then, 
Each day inſult the private men ? 


_ The BOOK * we call our rule of liſe, 
Promotes no bloodſhed, noiſe, or ſtrife ; 
"Tis long forbearance ! kindneſs ! love 
The page celeſtial deigns t' approve : 
Then let this Page your minds impreſs, 


Who by revenge would ſeek redreſs ; 


For 


After this melancholy Event, ſo great was the Reſent- 
ment of the People — the Military, that the private 
Men were groſsly inſul 

* The HoLY BIBLE. 
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For limbs or friends that's torn away, 
JUSTICE the evil will repay, 
In this or ſome more diſtant day ! 
Calmly to heav'n ſubmit your cauſe, 
Nor violate its ſacred laws, 
By fell revenge ſcek not for blood, 
Vengeance belongs alone to GOD ! 


P AA OCLC GC GUILD” CCR 


On the Aurhon s FATHER . attained 
the Eighty-Firſt Lear of his Age, 
In Audusr, 1794. 


H AlL lovely morn and thou bleſt ſun, 
Riſe, and with double radiance run 
Through this auſpicious day! 
For now returns the natal morn. 
W herein my honour'd Sire was born; 
| 3 „rd ample fourſcore Years and one 
Have roll their n way. 


And. 


And yet the roſe his cheek ſupplies, 
And ſtill he lives to feaſt my eyes, 
And charm my liſt'ning ear. 
While yet I hear his hallow'd tongue 
Chaunt forth the evangelic ſong ; 
Or humbly at the throne of Gon, 
Employ'd in ardent pray'r. 


Here libertines your loſs ſurvey, 
How dear for rioting you pay, 
You're crippled in your bloom ! 
While in my active temp'rate Sire, 
Each faculty remains entire; 
Like harveſt crown'd with golden ear, 
Hell meet a joyful home. 
Live on, dear Sire, thy children's pride; 
For with my father by my fade, | 
With dignity I move. 
For on his venerable face 
| Sits ſo much goodneſs, ſo much grace, 
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(With filial joy my boſom glows,) 
That all who ſee approve. 


What tho' no ſtar adorns his breaſt, 
Nor purple robe nor fplendid creſt, 
W hich decorate the great ; 
Yet not the moſt exalted peer 
To my fond heart 1s half ſo dear, 
Or mid his heighth of earthly glare, 
Can boaſt ſuperior ſtate. 


Fair virtge in triumpbal car, 
Out-ſoars the moſt refulgent ftar, 
And boaſts a royal claim ; 
Surpaſſing all terreftrial things, 
To manſions with the King of kings, 
To crowns which life immortal brings, 
And empire with the Lamb. 


This view his ſpirit 17 bears | 
— Thro' rugged life's per plexing cares, 
And ſhall his hope be vain ? 


490 P O E MS! 


No z heaven and earth ſhall paſs _ 
And awful chaos cloud the day ; 
But Truth, Jike its eternal baſe, 
Unſhaken ſhall remain. 


Great TRUrn proclaims—* who ſecks * wee, 
And ſupplicates celeſtial grace, 
Shall in my glory dwell. = 
What morn has wak'd or eve declin'd, 
Or meal been paſt ſo unrefin'd, 
That pray'r and praiſe have not adorn'd, 
Within bis humble cell ? 


Not vague a or empty . a 


For theſe his upright heart would ſcorn, 
Nor deign to think it pray r. 


My mind retains from infant years, 

How oft he kneel'd diſſolv'd in 1 

And wreſtling on his ſuit preferr'd, 
Till God was preſent there. 


From 
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From manhood's prime to good old age, 

His dying LoxD-the ſacred page ö 
Has been his conſtant theme. 

And ſtill he prays for me and mine, 

Oh! may they know the life divine, 
The Saviovn's love, his power and grace, 


And glories of his name. 


But ſoon, ah ! moſt unwelcome thought, 
Soon muſt he ſhare a mortal's lot, 
And join the dearer dead, * 
W ho long has lain in ſweet repoſe ; 
But when his day begins to cloſe, 
His children round with tend'reſt care, 
Shall prop his dying head : 


Watch ev'ry look and ling'ring breath, 
And fondly ſeek to ſoften death, 
While drops the filial tear. 
OE Ie But 
* The 1 Morhn, who died in the Year 1777. 
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But ah ! when breaks the golden bowl, 
And thoſe dear eyes ſhall ceaſe to roll 


If yet I live, tell me my ſoul, 
Canſt thou the trial bear? 
7 ͤ ͤ VT 


1 


Sent to a FxiexD whilſt bathing at Weymouth, 


For the Recovery of his HEALTR. 


— 


I. health dear Sir from Neptune's hand you 
ſeek, 


What fills my heart the Muſe would humbly 
ſpeak ; 


O may each gentle breeze, each ſwelling wave 
Unite for years to diſappoint the grave ; 

May hoary locks your honor'd temples grace, 
And roſy health fit ſmiling on vour face, 

"Till you ſhall far exceed the age of man, 

"Till four-fcore years their am ple round have ran; 
Then full of days and virtue drop to reſt, 


And wake to triumph with the ever-bleſt ! 
5 | An 
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AN 


INVOCATION To DEATH. 


C OME death !—thou deareſt friend 
Of miſery and woe! 

Had this ſad life no end, 
What anguiſh muſt I know ? 


It were eternal hell 
To feel inceſſant pain; 
With dire affliction dwell, 
And ſeek redreſs in vain. 


Phyſicians, and ye crowd, 
Who boaſt of phyſic-ſkill; 
I may proclaim aloud, 
You're but a ſplendid ill! 
8 
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In vain I've ſought for cures, 
As tortures ſtill confine : 

What fruitlefs pounds are yours / 


What pain and anguiſh ine 


Some act a gen'rous part, 
Preſcribe 


I thank them from my heart, 


-without a fee; 


For thus indulging me. 


Through life's meridian bound; 
In filent pain I weep; 

What joy on earth is found ! 
Too flow the minutes creep. 


O death ! thy aid I crave, 
Advance to my relief ; 
Conſign me to the grave, 

And baniſh all my griet. 


But 
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But when J drop to reſt, 
And life's laſt lamp's expir' d 
"Tis now my firm requeſt, 
The ſurgeons are deſir'd, 


T' inveſtigate the jaws, 
The temples, eyes and Main; 
To learn what wond'rous cauſe 


Has given all this pain. 


For by an act like this, | 
They may the cauſe inſure; 

That death would prove a bliſs, 
Which leads to others cure. 


And ye of tend'reſt tye, 
To whom I yet am dear 

Heave not a fruitleſs ſigh, 
When you behold my bier 
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But join me to the dead: 
Rejoice my days are o'er ; 

And ſay—“ that peaceful head 
Shall bow with-pain no more.” 
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THOUGHTS 3 


ON THE PRESENT TIMES; 


Written ſome Time after the PROCLAMATION for 
the late General FAST. 


— — 


A FAST proclaim d another Faſt ! 
Nature recedes with dire alarms ; 

We dread the future—mourn the paſt 
And all the world repairs to arms ! 


When times are big with.great events ! 
When empires riſe, or monarchs fall ! 
When famine, plague, or war torments !. 

And horror fills this earthly ball ! 


When thouſands undiſtinguiſh'd bleed, 
And mingle in one common gore; 
When falls the rider and his ſteed, 


And life's bright day of hope is o'er.!” 
8 3. 
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To this or that miſguided man, 


No more impute the wond'rous cauſe; 
Wbat mortal can reverſe the plan 
Of ſacred Heaven's unerring laws? 


If een a ſparrow cannot die, 
Till Gop the fatal mandate fend ; 
Shall Aings, yea kingdoms bleeding lie 
By chances weak uncertain hand? 


Great Potentate whom hoſts adore, 
How vaſt thy infinite deſigns 

What human thought can e' er explore 
The depth of thy unfathom'd mines? 


When ISR'EL loſt his fav'rite ſon, 
Which brother thought the deed was done 
To give them bread ſome ſuture day? L 
| 2 


* Gen, XXXVII. 28. 
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And when the youth in priſon lies, f 
By woman's falſe infernal word, 

What fage philoſopher deſcries 
Twould lead to make him Egypt's lord? 


Who e'er conceiy'd the infant ſound x 
As tho on chance's/billows toſt! | 

| „ 

Was deſtin'd by bis GOD to dro n | 
Great Pharaoh and his mighty hoſt ? “ | 
All Iſrael's children long had Agfr d,. | 
Beneath oppreſſion's iron rod. | 
And long had for redemption cry d; aT | 
At length their ſuit aſpends to Gon | 
The Lord by Moſes thus applies 


Let all my captiue people go: 
But ab ! the king his ſuit denies 
And hence unheard-of judgments flo | 
| Locuſts, ; 
1 Gen. xxxix, 20,4 Exod, ii. 3.—* Exod, xiv. 27. 1 


» 
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Locuſts, lice and frogs prevail, 
Plagues of every kind abound ! 

Thunder roars, and fiery hail; 
Death in ev'ry bouſe is found ! 


Thus Gop by vengeance cloth'd in blood; 
Set Ifrel's ſuff ring captives free ;. 
And delug'd in the mighty flood, 

All who deny'd that liberty. 


How long the ſons of Chriſtian lands, 
Or rather lands which bear that name, 
Have bound with dire oppreſſive bands, 
Let Afric's hapleſs race proclaim ! t 
Shall not their groans like incenſe riſe, 
And mercy plead their injut'd cauſe ? 
Till vengeance through the nations flies, 
Which ſanction murder by their laws 


Great 
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Great Wilberforce, a ſoft pity's friend, 
Go on,—purſue thy grand deſign ; 

Till horrid/flavery ſhall end. 
And Ffric's ſans with freedom ſhine., 


Deſcend thou bright celeſtial Dove, 

Haſte with the olive branch of peace; 
Deluge a ſinſul world in lo ys, 
And bid the floods of diſoord ceaſe; ., 
Conduct the hand which guides the helm, | 

Fair freedoms foes convince—annoy ;. 
May truth and juſtice fway the realm, 
And each oppoling voice deſtroy. 


1 


Our Sov'reign and his royal train 
Preſerve, and be their conſtant guide; 
Let mercy triumph thro his reign, 
And be the King his people's pride! 
| | On 


* Member for Yorkſhire, who has repeatedly exerted 
his influence in Parliament for the Emancipation of 
the Slaves. 


oN 
The Death of Mrs. POWELL, 


Of BRISTOL, who died at CLIFTON. 


An Is ſhe gone ?—My friend fo loy'd ! 
Who native dignity diſelos'd; 
With graceful ſteps ſhe nobly moy'd, 
And elegance her form compos'd. 
Adieu, dear Clay ! this parting tear 
Accept, for friendſhip bids it flow ; 
Tho' angel-guards thy ſpirit bear, 
From this terreſtial world of woe. 


Thou wert my friend from early youth, 
E'er either took the name of wiſe ; 

No fickle friend, but ſuch in truth, 
Whoſe friendſhip ended but with liſe. 


How 
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How ſweetly flew our virgin hours, 
When talking of redeeming love 

When heaven engroſs'd our mental powers, 
And all our treaſure lay above. 


This treaſure was thy grand purſuit, 
Thro' chequier'd life's perplexing ſcenes : 
Here bigots drop each yague diſpute, | 


And learn what true religion means. 


Not doctrines floating in the brain, 
While ſerpents in the boſom dwell, 

Or pride and hate triumphant reign, 
Which make our heart a little hell. 


But juſtice, mercy, kindueſs, love, 
Candour, with Truth and every grace : 


'Tis theſe that true religion prove, 
And theſe adorn'd ELIZA's race. 


Weep 
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| Weep not. ye venerable pair * 
Your lovely daughter 's'early flight l 
She ſweetly ſleeps, or triumphs where, 
Ye all again will foon unite. 


Her infant babe F ſhall hail her home, 
While mourns her loſs his penſive fire ; + 
Her death Thall but endear the tomb, 
And raiſe our hearts and withes higher. 


May I, may al her friends purſue, 
The golden path EL IAA trod; | 
Keep vittue, CurIsT and heav'n in view, 
And nobly die to live with Goo. 


* Her Parents. 
+ Her Child being dead a few Months before. 
: Her Huſband, 
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